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Enter lago and R 

Vffij Neucr tell me , I take it much vnlctndly 
That then who haft had my purfe, 

A$ iftheftrings were thine , flipuldTt know or this, 
fae. But you’le not heare me, 

If euer I did dreamc of fuch a matter , abhorre m« 

Red. Thou toldft me, thou didfthold him in thy hate, 

Jag. Defpife me if I doe not: three great- ones of the Citty 
In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Ofc capt to him, and by the faith of mao, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, with a bumbaft circumftance, 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre : 

Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafsio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a faire wife. 

That ncuer fee a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the diuifion of a Battell knowes, 

More then aSpii.fter,vnlefTe the bookilb Theorique, 

Wherin the tongued Confuls can propofe 
As mafterly as he : mcere prattle without prafiife, 

Is all hisSouldier-fhip : but he fir had the ele&ion, 

And I, of whom his eyes bad feene the proofe, 

At R bodes, at Ctpres y and on other grounds, 

Chriftn’d and Heathen, muft be be-leed and calm’d, 

By Debitor and Creditor,this Counter-Cafter ; 

A 2 



He 




X" The Tragedy of Otli ello 

H e (in good time) muft his Leiutetiant be, 

And I Sir (bldTe the marke) his Moorelhips Ancient. 
Rod. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman 
But ther's no remedy, 

Tis the curfe of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affe&ion. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the fir ft : 

Now fir be iudge your felfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin’d 
to louethe Moore? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
lag. O fir, c intent you, 

I follow him to feme my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be ma fters, nor ail mailers 
Cannot be trtiely followed, you lhall marke 
Manyadutiousaiid knee-crooking knaue, 

That (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage ) 

Weares out his time much like his mailers Afle, 

For nought but prouender, and when hee’s old cafhierd/ 
W hip mee fuch honeft knaues : 

Others there are, 

W’ho trim’d in formes.anJ vilfages of duty, 

Kerpc yet their hearts, attending on thcmfclues, 

And throwing bur Ihewes offeruice on their Lords; 

Doe well thnue by ’em. 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doe themfelues homage, 

Thule fellowes haue fome foule, 

And fuch a one doe I profefle my felfe,— -for fir, . 

It is as fare asyouare Roderigo, 

Were 1 the Moore, I would not be Iago: 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but Teeming fo, for my peculiar end t 
For when my outward aftion doth demonllratc 
The natiue aft, and figure of my heart, 
loxomplcment externe, tis not long after. 
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But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod, What a full fortune does the thicklips owe. 

If be can carry’t thus ? 
lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowle him, make after him, poyfoh His delight, 

Pioc’aime him in the ftreer, incenfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofc fome colour. 

Rod. Here is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, the fire 
1$ fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio , Seignior Brabantio ) \\o i 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, 

Theeues, theeucs, theeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Daughter, and your bags,, 
Theeues, theeues. 

Brabantio at a Vrindo'fr. 

'Bra. What is theresfon ofthisceriible fummons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lag. Areyourdoereslockt? 

Bra. Why wherefore aske you this ? 
fag Sir you are robd, for fharne put on your gowne, 
Your heart is burft.you haue loft halfe your foule ; 

Euen now, very now, an old blacke Ram < 

Is tupping your white Ewe ; arife,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell. 

Or elfe the Diuell will make a Grandfire of you, arife I fay. 
Bra, What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod, Moil rcuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice ? 
Bra, Nor f, what are you ? 

Rod, My name is Rodtrigo, 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

•Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I hane charg’d thee not to haunt about my dotes. 

In honed plameneffe, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes. 

Being full of fupper.and diftempering draughts, 

V pon malicious brauery , doft thou come 
To ftart my quiet ? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

•Bra. But thou trmft ncedsbe fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod . Patience good fir 

Era . W hat, tell'ft thou me of robbing ? this is Venice, 

My hoafe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio , , 

notferueGod, if the 

Dcufti bid’you. Becaufe we come to doe y °u rc ' UIC ^ 
wee are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter epuered with a B 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewesneigh to you;youle haue Courle 
for Coufens , and Gennets (qv Germans . 

Bra. What prophanc wretch art thou . , , d ^ 

lag. lam one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, anutn^ 

Moore , are now making the Bead with two backs. 

•Bra. Thou art a villaine . 

Bra. ^hischoif^k anfwere, Ikno^tl^^^j^®* 

Rod. Sir, I will anfwere any thing : But I beieech > on, 

If’t be your pleafure, and rood wife confent, 

(As partly I find it is) that your fame daughter 
At this odeuen, and dull watch oth night, 

Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard 
But withaknaue of common hue, a 
To the groffie dafpes of a lafc.uious Moore . 

Ifthisbeknowne to you and your allowance. 

Wee then haue done you bold and fawey wrongs • 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me 

Wee haue your wrong rebuke : Do not bclccne Tha{ 
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That from the feufe of al ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 

Your daughter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay againe) hath made agroife reuolt, 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes. 

In an excrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe ; 
Iffhebe in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

•Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho: 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it opprefles me already .* 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I mull leaue you. 

It feecnes not meet, nor vrholefome to my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I day I (hall,) 

Againft the Moore, for I doe know the date, 

(How cuer this may gaule him with fome checke) 

Cannot withfafety caft him, for hee’s imbark’d. 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which cuen now {lands in that for theirfoules. 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
Tolead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho l doe hate him, as. I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceftity of prefent life, 

I muft (hew out a flag, and figne of loue, 

Whicn is indeedbut figne, that you (hall furely find himr 
Lead to the Sagitcary the raifed fearch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

_ , Exit. 

Enter Brabantio tn bis night gome, and fer Hants 
with Torches. 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is, • 

A nd what’s to come of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bitterneffe n aw Roderigo, 
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Where did ft thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle ! 

With the Moore faift thou? who would be a father ? 

How didft thou know twas (lie ? (O (he deceiues me 
Pa ft thought,) what raid (he to you ? get more tapers, 
Rsife all my kindred, are they married thinkeyou ? 

Rod, Truely I thinke they are. 

Bra. O heauen,how goc (he out? O treafon of the blood, 
Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters mindes. 

By whac you fee them ad : is there not charmes. 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abas’d ? haue you not read Roderigo } 

Offomefuch thing. 

Rod. Y es fir, I haue indeed- 
Bra. Call vp my Brother : O would you had had her. 
Some one way , fome another ; doe you kno w 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod. I thinke I can difeouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good guard, and goe along with tnce. 

Bra. Pray you lead on, at euery houfe 1 le call, 

I may command at mod : get weapons ho. 

And raife fome fpcciall Officers of might ; 

On good Rodcrigo, lie deferue your paynes. Exeunt . 

Enter Ochdlo, Iago, and attendants with T arches , 

Jag, Tho in the trade of warre, I haue flaine men. 

Yet doe I hold it very ftufte o’th confidence. 

To doc no contriu’d murther ; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe meferuice: nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue jerk’d him here. 

Voder the ribbes, 

Oth. Tis better as it is, 
lag. Nay, but he prated, 

And fpohe fuch feuruy and prouokwg tearmes 
A gain ft your Honor, that with the little godlmeffe I haue, 
I did full hard forbeare him : but I pray fir, 

Are you fad m" tried ? For be fute of this, 

That the Magoifico is much beloued. 

And hath in his e fifed, a voyce potential!. 
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As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reftrainc, and greeuance, 

The law (with all his might, to infer cc it On,) 

Weele giue him cable, 

Oth. Let him doe h&fjtfeej ‘ vy - y 

My (eruices which I haiiedOnethe Seigniorie, 

Shall out- tongue hi*3 complaints, tis yet to know. 

Which when I know that boafting is an honour, 

I (hall promulgate, I fetch my life and beffig. 

From men of royall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneted as prouda fortune 
As this thatl haue reach’d ; for kno vrlago. 

But that I loue the gentle Defdemona I 
I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 
For the feas worth. Enter Caffio With lights, Of seers. 

But lookc what lights come yonder? arid torches, 

lag. Thde are the railed Father and his friends. 

You were beftgoin. 

Oth. Not J, I rauft be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfect (oule, 

Shall mariifeft my right by : is it they ? 
dag. By/<j»wIthinkeno. 

Oth. The feruants of the Duke, and my Leiatenant? 

The goodnefle of the night vpon you (friends.) 

What is the newes ? 

Caf. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poll- haft appearance, 
Euenootheinftant. 

Oth What’s the matter thinkeyou? 

Caf. Something from Cipres, as I may diuine, 

R isa bufineffe of fome heate, the Galley es 
Haue fent a dozen fequent meflengers 

l his very night one at anothers heeles : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met 

WhJn 1 • Dukcs a3read y 5 y ° u hane bin hotly caldfor 
When being not atyourlodging tobefound • ' ■ ’ 

The Senate fent aboue three feuerallquefts * 
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Tofearchyouout. - ' i w ud t a; 

Oth. Tis well I am. found by Uvimlvj or; ~oo7 jatpx 

I will but Tpi end a word here in^be^ufe^wgQe withyou. 

Caf. Auncient,whaf makes he herei? miritmgebs^j 

U Faith he to night, hath boorded a4^£art,fa# a ; ; ,s <o 
If it proouelawfall prize, hee’s made %,9Uer^ { j j Ho- 
faf. I doenotvndetftaad. 
la Hec’s married. 

Caf. To whom. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and otfyrs with lights 
andVseapons, 

la. Marry to— Come Captains,. will you goe ? 

Oth. Ha’withyou. 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feekefer you. 
la. It is Brabantio't Generali be aduifde. 

He comes-to bad intent. 

Oth . Ho’la,ftand there, ,}> .. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 

Jar. You Roderigo, com* fir, l am for yop. • . . 

Oth. Keeps vp your bright, fwqrds«for the dew Wjftl ruft ctn. 

Good Seignior you (ball more y3 ' 

TI 5rJTo where hail, thou ‘dowed my daughtet? 

Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchantedhc-r, : . 

For lie referreme to all things offenie, ,-.j 

(If ihe in chaines of raagick were not bound) , 

Whether amaide fo tender, faire, andhnppy.. 

So op^fite to marriage, that; ^e (hund r ;- .« - -p /r ■ 

The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation, 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocke^ 

Runne from her gardage to the footy bofome 
Of fuch a thing as thou ? to fcare, not to delight s. 

Judge me the world, if t’is no grofle in fenfe^ 

That thou haft pra&ifd on her with foulc charnaes, 

Abufd her delicate y outlvwith drugs or minerals* 

That: weakens motion s’ dkbaue’t diluted oo s 
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Tis portable and palpable totbinking ; > 

I therefore apprehend and doe attach thee, 

For an abafer of che world, a pradifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant i 
Lay hold vpon him, if he doe refift, 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth ♦ Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and che reft s 
Were it my cue to fight, l fhould haue known it. 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goe. 

To anfwere this your charge ? 

Bra. Toprifon,tillfitdme 
Of Law, andcourfe of dired Seflion 
Call thee toanfwer, 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Meflengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon feme prefent bufmefle of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

TheDukc’s in Councell, and your noble felfe, 

I am fureisfentfor. 

“Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the night f bring him away j 
Mine’s notan idle caafe: the Duke himfelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For if fuch a&ions, may haue paftage free, 
Bondflaucs,and Pagans lhal our Stacefmen be. Exem . 

Enter Dufy and Senators , fet at a Table, with lights 
and Attendants. 

Dufy. There is no compofition in thefe newes. 

That giucs them credit, 

1 Sena . I ndeed they are difproportioned 
My letters fay, a hundred andfeuen Gallies, 

Du. and mine an hundred and forty# 

2 Sen, And mine two hundred .• 

Ba 
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But though they iumpe not on aiiiftaccount, 

(As inthefe cafes, where they ajtoie reports, 

Tis oft with difference,; yet doe they aIl.confir.tne 
A T urkifh fleet, and bearing vp to Ciprts. 

Du. Nay, it is polfible enougfrtoiudgemeBt .* 

I doe no: fo fecure me to the error, 

But the mayne Article I doe approue 
In fearefull fenfe •* Enter $tj»We.ffengpxi 

One within. What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

Officer. A meffengerfrom rheGalleys, 

Dm Now, the bufineffe ? 

Sailor. The Turkijh preparation makes for Rohdes, 

So was I bid report here to the State, by Signior Angelo. 
Dm. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena , This cannot be by no aflay of reafon-— 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepe vs in falfe gaze t when we confider 
The importancy of Cyprus tertnt Turks : 

And let our felues againc, but vnderftand, 

That as it more concernestke Tifrkp.thQti Rhodes, 

So may he with mo e facile ^ueftion beace ir. 

For that it ftands not in fuch warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks th’abilities 

That Rhodes is dreft in : if wc make thought. of this. 

We mud not thinke the -T urkp is fo vnskilfliii. 

To leaue chat lateft which oncerrieS him firftj 
Neglcding an attempt of eafearid gaine, 

To wake and wage a danger profit! effe. 

Du. Nay, in all confidence hee’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here ismore newes. Snter a a Meffcnger.. 
Mef. IhCOttomiur, rcuerendand gratious, 

Steering with due cou t fe , to w a 1 ‘d'the] fie. ot Rhodes, 
Haue there inioynted then* with art afterfleecc, v 
I Sena. I, fo I thought, how many, as you guefie. 
tJMef. Of jo. fails, andnow they doe refterne 
Their backward courfe, bearing with frartke appearance 
Their purpofes towarcs Cyprus : Seignior cJWontane, 

Y our trufty and moft valiant fenucor. 
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With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prayes you to belceue him. 

<Du. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 
ejMarcus Luccicos is not he in towne ? 

I Sena. Hee’snow in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs to him poll, port haft difpatch. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago, Caffio, 
Defdemona,4»i Officers. 

i Sene. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore. 
D«. Valiant Othello , we muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the genera 11 enemy Ottoman j 
I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your faelpe to night. 

Bra. SodidI yours, good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed.not doth the generall care 
Take hold of me, for my particular griefe. 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature, 

That it engluts and fwallows other forrowes. 

And it is ftill it felfe. 

Dm. Why, whats the matter? 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

M. Dead? 

Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 

By fpels and medicines, bought of Mountebanekes, 

For nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this fbule proceeding 
Hath thus be guild your daughter of her felfe, 

And you ofher,the bloody booke of Law, 

Y ou (hall your felfe, read in the bitter letter. 

After itsowne fenfe, ycatho our proper fonne 
Stood in your adion. 

Era, Humbly I thanke your Grace ; 






mm 



12 The 'Tragedy 0 / Othello 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now icfeemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

•All. We are very forry for’t. 

E>u. What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 

2 ta. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approou’d good Mailers : 

That I haue tanc away this old mans daughter. 

It is moft true : true, I haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude I am in my Ipeach, 
And little bleft with the fetphrafe of peace. 

For fince thefe armes of mine had feuen yeares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 
Their deareft ad ion in the tented held 5 
And little of this great world can I fpeake. 

More then pertasnes to fcates ofbroyles,and battaile. 
And tlierefore little fhall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeaking for my feife ; yet by your gratious patience, 
I would a round vnrauiih’d tale deliuer. 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmes, 
What coniuration, and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d witball :) 

I wonne his Daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold, 

Offpirit fo ft ill and quiet, that her motion 
*B'u(ht at her feife : andfhe in fpighc of nature, 
Ofyearcs,ef Countrey, credit, eucry thing, 

To fall in loue with what Ihe fear’d to iooke on ? 

It is a judgement maim'd, and moft imperfetft. 

That will confctfc, perfe&ion fo would erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, andmuftbedriuen 
To find out pra&ifes of cunning hell, 

W hy thisfhouldbe,! therefore vouch againe, 

Tfwt with fome mixtures powcrfulloreche blood, 

Or with fo dram con turd to this effeif, 

He wrought vpon her. 
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Du. To vouch this is no proofe. 

Without more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods. 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre againft him, 

1 Sen*. But Othello fpeake. 

Did you by indired and forced courfes, 

Subdue and poifon this young maides aftc&ions ? 

Or came it by reqaeft, and fuchfaire qaeftion,. 

As foule to foule affordeth ? 

Oth. I doe befeechyoa. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her Tpeake of me before her Father ; 

Ifyou doe finde me fotlle in her report, 

The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you, 

Not onely takeaway, but let your fentence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

Du. Fetch Defdeneem hither. Exeunt tVco or three* 

Oth . Ancient conduct them, you beft know the place $ 

And till Hie come, as truely as tobeauen 
I doe confeffe the vices of my blond. 

So iuftly to your graue eares-Ile prefient. 

How I did thriue m this fairc Ladyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her fatherlouedme, oft inuitedme,. 

Still quelliened me the ftory of my life. 

From yearc to y eare,the battailcs,feiges, fortunes 
That I haue paft : 

I ran it through, euen from my boyilh dayej, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it s 
Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances, 

Ofmoouing accidents, by flood and field; 

Ofhaire-breadth fcapes ith' imminent deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the iufolenc foe. 

And fold to flaucry ; of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my trauells biftoric ; 

Wherein of Antars vaft, and Dcfarts idle, 

ilough quarks, rockes aqd hils, whpfe heads touch hcauen,' 
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lc was ray hint to fpeake, fuch was my procefle : 

And of the Camibalt, that each other eate ; 

The tsfnthropopbagie, and men whofe heads 
Doe grow beneath their (houlders : thefe to hearc. 
Would DefdemonaCerioufiy incline ; 

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 
Which euer as lhe could with haft difpatch, 

Shee’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difeourfe j which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyanc houre, and found good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer ofearneft heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcells (he had fomething heard. 

But not intentiuely, I did confent, 

And often did beguile her of her teares. 

When I did fpeake of fome diftresfull ftroake 
That my youth fuftered : my ftory being done j 
She gaue me for my paines a world of figbes ; 

She fwore I faith twas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange ; 
Twas pittifull, twas wonderous pittifull ; 

She wiftit (he had not heard ic, yet (he wi(ht 

That hetuen bad made her fuch a man : (he thanked me. 

And bad me if I had a friend that loued her, 

I (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would woe her. V pon this htate I fpake s 
She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And Ilou’dher that (he did piety them. 

Thisonely is the witchcraft I haue vs’d; 

Here comes the Lady, 

Letherwitnefl'eit. 

Enter Defdcmona, Iago, and the reft. 

Du. I thinke this tale would w,n my daughter to $ — 
Good r Br*bantio,x3kt vp this mangled matter at thebeft. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands’ 

“Bra. I pray you heare her fpeake* 
l£(he confdfc that (he was halte the wooer, 
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Deftruftion light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hithergentle mift reflet 
Doe you perceiue in all this noble company, 

Where moft you owe obedience ? 

Deft My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a dcuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education s 
My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refpeft you, you are the Lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter,But hecre’s my husband : 
And fo much duty as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father. 

So much I challenge, that I may profefle, 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Bra. Godbu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Gracc,on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it j 
Come hither Moore : 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart. 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (IcwelL) 

I am glad at (oule, I haue no other childe 
For chy efcape would reach me tyranny, * 

Tohang clogs on cm, I haue done my Lord. 

Let m (P eake your felfe,and lay a fentence 
Which asa greefe or ftep may helpe thefe lowers 
Into your fauoui\ 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended 
By feeing the word, which late on hopes depended 
To mourne a mifeheife that is paft and gone, * 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefeon • 

JKSF be P rcferu '<j when fortune takes, 

atKnce her imury a mockery makes. 

<1 he rob’d that (miles, fteales fomethinc from the thiefe 
it a booreleflfe griefe. ' 

Sif ''"otlolongaawecanLlej * * 
i b« rts ,h e fentence well that nothing (scares, 
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1 6 The Tragedy of Othello 

But the free comfort,which from thence he heares s ' ■ 

But he be ares both the fentence and the forrow. 

That to pay griefe,muftof poore patience borrow. 

Th.fe feotences to fugar, or to gall, 

Bdng ftrong on both fi les, are equiuocall r 

But words are words, l neucr yet did heare, . , 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the eare. 

Befiech you now, to the affaires of the ftate. . . 

Du. The Turke with moft mighty preparation makes for Cjjmi 
Othello, the fortitude of the place, is bett knowne to you, and tho we 
hauc there a Subftitute of rtioft allowed fiifficiency > yet opinion, a fo« 
uei aigne miftrefleof cff-as,£hrowes a more fafer voyceon you; yon 
mutt therefore be content to (lubber the gloffe or your new fortunes, 
with this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 

Oth. The tyrant cuftome, moft graue Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and fteele Cooch of warre, 

M; thrice-dt iuen bed of downe: I doeagnise 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

I find in bardneffe,and doe vndertake 
This preflnt warre, againft the Ottomtes ;• 

Mult humbly thereforeJbenJing to y our State, 

I craue fit difpoficion for my wife. 

Due reference of place and exhibition. 

With fuch accomodation and before. 

As leuels wi;h her breeding. 

Du. IfyOu pleafe, bee’t aC he,r fathers*. 

"Bra. lie not haue it fo. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Dtf. Nor 1,1 would not there refide. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, , • 

By being in his eye t moft gracious Duke, 

To my vnfolding lend a gracious eare. 

And let me find a charter in y our voy ce* 

T’afsift my fimpleneffe — 

Du. What would you Defdemona? 

Dtf. That 1 did loue the Mcore to line with him, 

My downe right uioler.cc,and ftorme of Fortunes, 

May trumpet to the wot Id 5 my hearts fubdued, 
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Such to the very qualitie of my Lord : 

1 faw Ot helloes vifage in his mi ride. 

And to his Honors and his valiant parts 
Did I my fouleand fortunes confccrace. 

So that deare Lords, if 1 be left behinde, 

A Mothof peace, and he goe ro the warre. 

The rites for which I loue him,are bereft me. 

And I a heauy interim (hall support. 

By his deare abfence: let me got wnh him. 

Oth . Y our vo) ces Lords s befeecn you let her will 
Haue a free way : 

V ouch with me heauen, I there fore beg it not 
T o plesfe the palatof my appetite. 

No tocomply with heate, the young affeds 
In my defund, and proper fatisfa&ion. 

But to be free ard bounteous to her mind. 

And heaueu -kfend your goo ! foulcs that you thinkc 
I will you; fenous and good bufiuefle fcant, 

For (he is with me; — no, when light wingd toyes. 
And feather’d < upid foyles with wanton culnefle, 
My fptculaciueand actiue inftrutnents. 

That my difports .corrupt and taint my bufinefle, 

-Let nufwiues make a skellet of my Helme, 

And all indigne and bafcaduerlieies. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it, as you (hall priuately determine, 
Eytherforher ftay orgoing^theaflfiirecryes haft. 
And (peed muft aQfwere,you mull hence to night. 

*Def. To night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. Oth. With all my heart* 

Du. At nine i’th morning here w ed meet acaine. 
Othello, leane fome officer behind, 

And he (hall our Cotnmilfion bring to you, 

Withfuch things elfe of quality and re(pe&, 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honefty and truft. 

To his conueyancs I afsigne roy wife, £ 
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18 The Tragedy of Othello 

With whatelfe needefull your good Grace (ball thmke. 

To be fcnt afcer me. 

*Dh. Let it be fo: . . 

Good night to euery one* andnoble Seignior , 

If vertue no delighted beauty lacke, 

Your Son in law is farrc more faire then blacke, 
i Sena. Adieu braue Moore, vfe Defdemona well. 

Bra. Looke to her Moore,if thou haft eyes to fee. 

She has deceiud’dher father, and may thee. Exeunt. 

Oth. My life vpon her faith. Honeft lago t 
My Defdemona muft I lcaue to rhee, 

I prethec let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring her after in the beft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona , I haue but an houre 
Of loue, of worldly matters anddiredion, 

Tofp.-nd with thce,we muft obey the time. 

Rod. lago. Exit Moore And Defdcmona. 

Jag. What faifl thou noble heart ? 

Rod. What will i doe thinkft thou ? 

J ig. Why goe to bed and flee pe. 

Rod. I will incont inc nt!y drowne my felfe. 

lag. Well,if theu dotft, l (hall neuer loue thee afrer it, 

Why thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. It isfillineffe to lruc, when to 1 jue is a torment, and men W 
haue a prefcription,to dye when death is our Phyfi: iau. 

lag. O villanous, I ha look’d vpon the world for foure rimes (e- 
uen yeai es, and finCe I could diftinguifti bet wa ne a bent-fir, and an 
iniury, \ neuer found a man that knew how to loue feUnfilte : ere I 
wouldfay I would drowne my felfe, for the loue of a Ginn)’ Htn,I 

wou’d change my humanity with a Baboane.. . 

Rod. What (hould I doe ? 1 confefl'. ic is my flaame ro be fo tend, 

but it is not inmy vertue to amend it. 

Jap, Vatue, a fig,tis in ourfdues, that wee are thus, or thus, 
our bodies are ga-dens,to the which ou; wiilsare Gardiners, 
if wt will plant Nvtcles,or four Lettice, fet Ifop, and weed vp . 
fupply it with one gender of heft bes s pi diftrad it with m- my » c * 
ther to haue it fterrill with idlcnc fie, or matin; ’d w.uh inuultry, « y 
g lepuwrerjand corrigible authoiity of chis, lies in- out wills. ^ 



the Moore of Venice. 
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bailatice of our liues had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another of 
fenfuality ; the blood and bafenefle of our natures, would condud 
vs to moft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
our raging motions, our carnall (ling?, our vnbitted luffs ; whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a fed, or fycn. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Jag It is meerely a loft of the b!ood,and a permiffion of the will? 
Conoe, be a man; drowne thy felfe? drowne Cats and blinde Pup* 
pies i I profefle me thy friend, and I confeffe me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable toughnefte ; I could neuer better 
fteede thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefe warres, 
defeate thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; 1 fay put money in thy 
purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona (hould long continue her loue 
vnto the Moore,— put money in thy purfe, — nor he his to her ; ic 
was a violent commencement, and thou (halt fee an anfwerable fe- 
queftration : put but money in cby pu-fe.— Tliefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills .—fill thy p urfe with money. The food tbatto 
him now is as lufhious as Locufts,(hal! be to him fhortly as bitter a& 
Coloquintida: She muft change for vouch <. when fliec is fated with 
hisbody, (hee will finde the error of hercho ce; (hee muft haae 
change, (he muft. Therefore put money in thy purfe : If thou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning ; 
make all the money thou cruft. If fan6hmony, anda frailevow.be- 

an emn S & a fupcmfubtle yenuu». be not too hard 

lor my wits, and all the cnoc of hell, rhou (halt cnioy her ; therefore 
make money,— apoxa drowning, ris cleane cut of the wav ; feeke 

“ c ' , "’ pafs, " 8 ,hy ioy * ,h “ » *»»»». 

If Twin fj? 1 * & c a h0 P«. if f *H ODthe iffuc ? 

Cr a V 1 ^ ,rco ^ a)C — g fH \ make money — { haue told thes 

is hearted, thine hat n^ISe -a!'' v 1 p atC ‘ he Moore ’ m y caufe 

which will be d^Lerld T "I—* eUe " tS ‘ n ‘ hr ®f Time, 

haue more ofithis tomorrow ' S* — ’ Pr ° U ‘ dc tb} ' ffi0ne ^ We wiU 



*od, where (hill we meet i>. h morning ? 
dag. At my lodging b 

c 



Rod* 







10 The Tragedy o/Ochello 

Rod. lie be with thee betimes. 

Jag Go to, f ire well: — doe you heare Rcderigo? 

Rod. What fay you? 

Jag. No more of d. owning, doe you heare ? 

Rod. I am chang’d, i le goe fell all my land. 

Exit Roderigo. 

lag. Thus doe I euer make my foole my purfe r 
For l mine owne gain’d knowledge {hould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuen a frsipe, 

But for my (port and profit: l hate the Moore, 

Andie is thought abroad, that twixe my fheetes 
Ha’s done my office ; I know not,if’c be true — • 

Yet I, for mcere fufpition in that kind, 

W illdoe,as if for furety : he holds me well. 

The better (hall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio's a proper man, let me fee now. 

To get this place, and to plume vp my will, 

A double knauery — how, how, — let me fee. 

After fome time,to abufe OtheBoe’s cure. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a perfon and a fmooth difpofe, 

To be fufpefled, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Moore is of a free and open nature, 

That thinkes men honed, that but feemes to befos 
And vvill as tenderly be led bith’ note — as Afies are : 

3 ha’c, it is ingender’J : Hell and night 

Muft bring this monitions birth to the worlds light. 

AHud 2. Sets net i. 



VV 



I cannot ewixt the heauenand the mayne 
Difcry afaile. 




Enter Montanio, C ouemor of Cyprus, 
other Gentlemen. 



M entanio. 

Hat from the Cape can you difeerne at Sea ? 

I Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought flood,' 

►he ini - ! tn/s m O il 41P 
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the Moore of Venice. 

tMm. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 
A fuller blaft ncr<“ (hooks our battlements i 
If it ha i uflhnd fo vpon the fea, 

What ribbes of Oake, when mountaine melt on them* 
Can hold the monies,— What (hall we heare of this? 

i Gent. A Aggregation of the T nrktjh fleete : 

For doe but (land vpon the foaming (hore. 

The chiding billowes feemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The wind fhak’d (urge .with high and monftrous maync, 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, 

And quench the guards of th’euer fired pole, 

J ncuer did like moleftation view. 

On the enchafed flood. 

aJWon. If chat the Turkish Fleete 
Be not infhe'.ter’d.and embayed, they are drown'd. 

It is impossible tobeare it our. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent . Newes Lads, your warres are done j 
1 he defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the T nrke, 

That their defigment halts 5 
A Noble Ihippe of Venice, 

Hath feene a grieuous wracke and fufferance 
On rnofl part oftheir Fleete. 

Mon. How, is this true ? 

3 (jen The (hippe is here put ins 
A Veronefla, Michael Cafsie, 

Leiutenanc to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come a fliore : the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Commifsion here for Cyprus. 

■Mo*. Iam gladon’t, tis a worthy Gouernour. ’ 
r JJ ■ ^ uC ^his fame ftfiio, cho he fpeake of comfort 

Touching the Turkjfh lofle,yet he lookes fadly. 

And pray es the Moore be (afc.for they were parted. 

With foule and violent Tempi ft. P 

Mon. Pray heauen lie be : 

... 

iets to the fea fidej hoj 
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it The Tragedy of Othello 

As w^dt to fee the veflell thats come in. 

As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayrc all blue, 

An indiftind regard. 

3 Gent, Come, let’s doe (o, 

Foreuery minute is expe&ancy 
Ofmorearriuance. ' Enter CafHo. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this life. 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the heauens 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

oJWon. Is he well (hipt ? 

C af. His Barke is ftoutly timbcrd,andhisPi!ote 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance. 

Therefore my hope’s (notfurfetted to death ) 

Stand in bold cure Enter a eJMeffengtr. 

Mtf, A faile, a faile, a faile. 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mef The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea. 
Stands ranckes ol people, and they cry a fayle. 

C af. My hopes doe lhape him for the gonernement. 

2 Gen . They doe difchargc the lhot of courtefie, 
Our friend at leaft. ji foot. 

C a f* i pray you (ir goe forth 
And giue vs tfutb, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent. I (hall. Exit. 

Mon . But good Leiutenant. is yourGtn.rall wiu’d? 

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath arcbieu’d a maide. 
That parrag :>ns defcripcion, and wild fame j 
One thattxcells the quirkesof blafoning pens ; 

And in the efts ntiali Vvllure of creadon, 

Doesbearean excellency now, who has put in? 

Enter 2 Gentleman. 

2 Gent. Tis one /*£<?, Ancient to the Generali $ 
Hehashsd moft tauourable and happy fpeede, 

Tempefts t hem fe lues, high Teas, and holding winds* 

The guttered rockes, and congregated fands. 

Traitors enfteep’d, to clog the guiltlede Keele, 
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the <TAT oore of Venice. 

As hau ing Tenfe of beauty , do om it 
Their common natures, letting goe fafdy by 
The diuine Defdemona . 

Mon. What is Ihe? 

Caf. Shethatlfpakeof, our great Captaines Captainc, 
Left in the conduct of the bold I ago, 

Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great lone Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powcrfull breath 
That he may bleflc this Bay with his rail Ihippe, 

And fwiftly come to Defdcmona's armes. 

Enter Defdenaona, Iago, Emilia, and Roderigo. 
Giue renewd fire. 

To our extinfted fpirits : 

And bring all Cjprue comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the (hip is come on Ihore. 

Ye men of Cypru * , let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen 
Before, behinde thee,and on euery hand, 

Enwhecle thee round. 

h >e ^.}. thap -ke you valiant fifsio : 

What tidi rgsean you tell me ofmy Lord? 

caf He is not yet arriued.nor know I ought 

BU n t r at ^ e L ,S weII > an ^ w ‘ 11 bc Portly heere. 

° but 1 fcare how loft you company? 

Caf The great contention ot the mf skies 

Parted our fellow (hip s but harke, a faile. 

Citadell, 

Caf. See for the newes : 

SS *7“ 7’ y ° U are weIo ° m ** Ve lcom e Miftreffe 
Let it not gall your patience, good J go * 
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% ^ The Tragedy of Oth ello 

You’d baue enough. 

Def. Alas 1 fhe has no fpcach. 
luff. In faith coo much : 

T find it dill, for when I ha leaucto (hope, 

Mary, before your Ltdiftup I grant, 

She puts her tongue alitcle in her heart* 

And chides with chinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fa. 
lag. Come on.co.ne on,you are Pictures out of dores r 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins : 

Saints in your iniuries : Diuelis being offended : 

PJav-ers in your houfewifery; and houfewiues in your beds, 
Def. O fie vpon thee Handerer.. 
lag. Nay-.it is true, or clfe lama T urke. 

You rife to plav, and goe to bed to worke. 

Em. You {lull not write my praife. . 
lag. No, let me not. . 

Def. W hat wouldft thou write ofme. 

If thou Ihouldft praife m ? 

fag. O gentle Lady , doe not put me to’f. 

For lam nothing, if not critical!. 

Def. Comeon.afiay — there’s one gontothe Haibcr? 
lag. I Madam. 

Def 1 am not merry, but I doe beggijs 
7 he thing I am, by feeming otherwifi' t 
Come, how would. hhon praife me? 

fag. I am about it, but indeed my inuention 
Gomes from my pace,ais birdl ime does from freeze,. 

It plucks our braine and all : but my Mufe tabors* 

And thus flic is deliuered-:. 

If fae be fire and. Wtfeffatrenejfe and Wit j 
Tike one's for vfe. the other vfeth it. 

Def. Well praised s how if. fixe be black and witty h 

j a o If foe be blacky ttnd thereto, haue a vcit , 

Shee t finde a white, that foall her blacknejfe fit. 

Def Worleand wor'e. 

Em. Howiftaireandfoolifh? 

lag. She ntutr jet wasfod’fo, that wm fairs. 
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for etitn her folly helpt her to an Htire. 

Def. Thefe are old parodoxes.to make fooles laugh ith Alehottfes 
Whac miferable praife haft thou for her. 

That's foule and fooli fh ? 

lag. T here's none fo foule, and f soli fh thereunto. 

Bat does foule prankes , which faireand wife ones doe. 

Def. O heauy ignorance, that praifes the worftbeft: but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch of very 
malice itfelfe ? 

lag. She that Was e iter fairs, and never proud, 

Had tongue at Will, and yet was neuer leWd, 

Never lackt gold , and yet went neuer gay, 

Fledftym her wifo , and yet faid, noW I may : 

She that being angred , her reuenge being nigh, 

1 'Bad her wrong flay, and her difpleafure flye ; 

She that in wtfedoms , neuer Was fofraile, 

T o change the Codfheadfor the Salmons taile e 
She that could thinks, and neredifclofe her minds , 

See Sut ers following, and not looke behinde : 

She was a Wight, ( ifener fitch Wight Were,) 

Def To doe what ? 

lag T oftckle fooles, and chronicle fmall Beere. 

Def. O moftlame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Emillia', tho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsio, is he not a mo ft prophane and liberal 
Counfellour ? 

Caf. He fpeakes home Madam you may rellilh him 

More m the Souldier then in the Scholler." 

J 5 * H f, cakes , her the P^me ; I well fed, wliifper • with as 
rle a weboe as this, will I enfnarc as great a File as Cafsio I fmi’e 

2? 'V 1 J ca ' c , h *» » yonrbwn court (liip , fou hy 

Mfo md«d Iffucbmcke, a, thefe ttripyou out bfy-2 

S^lsa=sj^tsfs» 
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2 6 T be 'Tragedy of O eh ello 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Caf Tistruelyfo. 

Def. Lets meec him, and receiue hi®. 

Caf. Loe, where lie comes. 

Oth. O my faire Warriour. 

Def, M f d.are O thello. 

Oth. I c giu s me w <nder,great as my content. 

To fee you here before me : O mv foules iuy. 

If after cuery tempelt,coTie fuch calmenefl'e. 

M <y die windsblo w,till they haue wakened death; 
And Jet the labouring Barke clime hillesof Teas. 
Olympus highland duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from heauen ; If ic were now to dye, 

T’ were now to be mod happy ,for I teare 
My foule hath her content lo abfolute. 

That not another con for t, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heauens forbid. 

But tint ou! loues and comforts (hould increafe, 
Euen as our dayes doe grow. ■ 

Oth. Amen to that, 1'weet Powers : 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content. 

It flops me here, ic is too much ofioy : 

And this, and this, the greateft difcord be, Ip. 

That ere our hearts Hull make. 

lag. O, you are well tun’d now, 

But l ie fet do wne the pcgs,that makes this mufique*, 
As honeft as I am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caftle: 
Newesfriend',our wars are done, the 7 ur\j are dre 
How d:>s my old acquaintance of this lflc ? 

Honny , you dial! be well defir d in Cyprus ; 

Xhawc found great loueaaiongft them: O my fweet: 
I prattle out of fafhion,and I dote. 

In mine owne comforts : I prethce good I ago, 

Goe to the Bay , and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Matter to the C itadell : 

He is a good one,and his worthinefie. 



■pm 



the Moore of Venice, 



£o« 



Does chatl ngc much refpevfl : come Dtfdtwona, 

Oi ce more well met at Cyprus . Exeunt . 

lag. Doe thou meec me prJlntly at the Harbour : come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant, ( ;$ they fay . baf men being in loue, haue then 
a Nobility in their natures, more then is natiue to them,) — lift me, 
the Leiucenant to night warchts on the Court of Guard : firft I will 
tell thee this, Defdemona is dire&Iy'in-loue with him. 

Rod. With him ? why tis not pofiible. 

Jag. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule be inftroffed; rrarke 
me, with what violence fhs firft lou’d che Moore, but for bragging, 
and celling her fancafticall lies; and will flieloue him ftill for pra- 
ting? let not the difereet heart thinke ic. Hereyemoft befed, and 
whatdclighcftullftiehauetolookeontheDiuell? When the blood 
is made dull with the adt of fport, there fhould be a game to inflame 
it, and giue facicty a frefh appetite, Louefincs in fauour,fympatby 
in yearcs, manners, and beauties ; all which the Moore is d.fc&iue 
in : now for want of tlnfe requir'd conueniences, her delicate ten- 
dernefle will find it felfe abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge, difrelifla 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will imtrud her to it, andcom- 
pell her to fume fecond choyce : N o v fir, this granted, as it is moll 
pregnant and vnforced polition, who (lands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue very voluble, no fardet 
confcionable, then in putting on the meere forme of ciuill andhu- 
mane Teeming, for the better comparing of his fait and a, oil hidden 
.oo£ : aft. d ions : A fubtle flippery knaue, a finder out ofoccafions ; 
thachasan eye, can ftampe and counterfeit aduantaaes tho true 

von» nt ,£ T,“ a , l P ; C r" t th = w » Mndlbme, 

2 n * rtrc IuinM3 in him chat folly and green mirdcs 

him already*. pe ^ luK co ®P lc4t Lnsise, and the woman has found 

ditfom* lOT “ 0t b '' K ’ tK tbltinher . n '='’s full of moll bleftcon- 

Ih/hid been bf n "£ If Aink ' s is of grape, = if 

that/ 10 ' ^ Ce d^^or Jarke 

Rod. Yes, but that was but courtefi*. 

hi- Lechery, by this haui = an Index and obfeure prologue to 

the 
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the hi (lory, of luft andfoule thoughts : they met fo neere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrac'd together, villanous thoughts, when 
thefe mutualities fo marfhall the way j hand athand comes R«dcrig 9 , 
the mafterand the maine exercife, the incorporate conclufion. But 
Hr, be you rul'd by me, I haue brought you from Venice , watch vou 
! to night, for command He lay’t vpon you , Cafsio knowes you 
not, lie not be farre from yon, doc you finde fome occafion to anger 
i Cafsio , either by fpeakiog too loud, or tainting his discipline, or 
from what other courfe you plcafe ; which the time (lull more fauo- 
rably minifter. 

Rod. Well. 

lag. Sir he is ra(h,and very fuddaine in cho’er, and haply with his 
Trunchen may ftrike at you ; prouoke him that he may, for cuenout 
of that, will I caufe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny, w’hofe qualification 
Hull come into no traetaftc again’t.buc by the difplanting of Cajsio: 
So (hall you haue a fhorter iourney to your defires, by the meanesl 
(ball then haue to prefer them,& the impediment, moll profitably re- 
rnou’d, without which there were no expectation of our profperity. 
Red. I willdoe this, if! can bring it to any opportunity. 
lag. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadell : I mud 
fetch his neceCfaries a (bore. — Farewell. 

Rod. AduCi ‘ Exit . 

lag. That Cafsio loues her, I do well beiecue it ? 

That (he loues him,, tis apt and of great credit ; 

The Moore howbe’r, that I indurc him nor. 

Is of a cor.ftant. noble,!ouing nature ,• 

And 1 dare thinke,hec’ieproucto Drfdsmom, 

A mod deere husband; now I doe loue her too. 

Notout of absolute lull, (thoperaduenture, 

I (land accomptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge. 

For that I doe fufpe& the luftfull Moore, f 

Hath kap’d into my teat, the thought whereof 

Dothiike a poifonous mineral! gnaw my inwarde; * 

Andnothing can.nor fball content my foule. 

Till I am cuen’d with him, wife for wife ; 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore, 

Ac leaf?, into a iealoufie fo llrong, 



the Moore of Venice. 
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That iudgement can nor cure 5 which thing to doe* 

If this poorc trail) of Venice , Whom 1 trace. 

For his quiche hunting, (land the purring on. 

He haue our <tJM ichael Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe himsto the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio , with my nighc cap to) 

Make the Moore rhanke rr>e,louc mejand reward rue 8 j 

For making him egregiouily an Affe, 

And prach'fing vpon his peace and quiet* ■ 

Euen to madnefle : — tis heere.but yet confus'd j t 

Knaueries plaine face is newer dene, till vs’di 

Exit 

Enter Othello's H'eranld i reading a Proclamation. 

It is Othello's pleafure, our noble and valiant Generali, that vpon. 
certaine tidings nowarriueeh importing the mecre perdition of the 
T arkifil Fleece ; that euery man put himfdfe into triumph ; fome ro' 
dance, fome makebonefirs; each man to what fport and Rcuelshis 
addidion leadcs him; for be fides thefe beneficial) nc vves, it is the ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialis : So much was his pleafure flioold be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are open, and there is full liberty .from .his pre- 
fenr houre of fire.rili the bell hath told ebueru Heaucn bkile the Hie 
of Cyprus., an d our noble Generali Ot be/to. 

Ehter Othello, Cailio, and .Defdemcns. 

Oth. Good zJWicbaeHooke you to the guard to night- 
Lets teach our felues that honourable itoppe, 0 ‘ 3 
Noctooutfporcdifcretion. ; rr 

Caf. 7^o. hath dire&ion what to doe t 

wiaTiSw* 

Oth. lago is moft honeft • 

letvrh ° oe ^ n ^ hr > sorrow with your earliefl; 

w . n V° u,comc 4 <fcarc louc, 

Thlfnc m * de ’ the frults are to enfue, 

P tl*edo and D daemons. 

••• Entttr 
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The Tragedy o^Othello 

Eater Iago. 

Caf W clcome I ago, we tnuft to the watch. 
lag. Not this houre Leiurenanc, tis not yet ten aclock ; our Ge. 
nerall caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemona.veho let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her; 
and (he is (port for loue. 

Caf. SheisamoftexquifiteLady. 
lag. And I le warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeed (lie is a moft frelh and delicate creature. 
fag What an eye (lie has ? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

Caf. Aninuicing eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft. 
lag . And when (he fpeakes,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. She is indeed perfe&ion. 

lag. Well, happinefle to their (heetes come Leiutenant, I 

haue a ftope of W ine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafurc to the health of the blacke 
Othello. 

Caf Not to night, good Iago ; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking 1 1 could well wifticourtefie wouldinuent fome 
other cuftomeof entertainemenr. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup • He drinke for you. 
Caf I ha drunke but one cup toni;ghr,andthat was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation it makes here ; I am vnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity, and dare not taske my weakeneffe with any 
more. 

lag. What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defire it. 
Caf. Where are they ? 

lag. Here at the dore, T pray you call them* in, 

Caf Iledo’t, but it diflikesme. Exit, 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpcnhitBj 
With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’l be as full ofquarrell and offence, 

As my young miftris.dog:— -Noy mw ficke foole Roderigo , 

(Whom loue has turn'd almoft the wrong 1 fide outward,) 

To DefJemona, hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deepen'd bet's ro watch: 

Three Lads of Cjpm, nobicfwelling fpirits, 



mm 







the TMoore of Venice. 

(That hold their honour,in a wary di fiance 
The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : aow mongfi this flock of drunkards* 

I am to put our fafsto in fome a&ion, 

That may offend the Ifle 5 Enter Montanio.Caflio, 

But here they come : and others. * 

If confequence doe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate fades freely, both with windand ftreamc. 
faf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, not paft a pint. 

As I am a Soldier. . 

lag. Some wine hoe : 
indict me the Cannikin clinkp, clinke , 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinke : 

A Sonldier's a man, a life’s hut a fpan, 

W nj then let a Soaldier drinke. Some wine boy e$» 

Caf. Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn’d it in England , where indeed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, and your fwag-bellicd Hollar 
for, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englifh. 

Caf. Is your Englijh man fo exauifite in his drinking ? 
t y y° u with facillicy^your Dane dead drunke : 

TJnd,?Z n T C ° 0Herth r y . Ur Aimaine-yhs. giues your Hollander 
a vomit,ere the nexr pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

1 wi " doe ** 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere 
Ht$ breeches voji htm but a croWne 
He held 'em fix fence all to deere, * 

Vyitvthat he cald the T ay lor lowne 
He Was a Wig he of high renoW ne> 

^ndtheu art but of low degree , 
irV nd > that ? uls the c **”trty downe, 

E Caf. 
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yi The. Tragedy ofOihtWo 

Caf. No, for I holdjii® vnworthy of his place, that doctchofe 
things well, Heauen’s aboue all, and there bee foulcs that muftblc 
faued, 

lag. It is true goo:! Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence, to the Generali, nor any mm 
of quallitvj l hope to be faued. . . 

Jag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf, I, but by your leaue, nor beforeme j the Leiutenant is to b; 
faned before the Ancient. Let’s ha rtomore of this, let’s to our af. 
faires j forgiuc v.s our fins { Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bulinefie : 
doe no: thinke Gentlemen I am drunke, this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand ; I am not drunke now, I can Hand 
well enough,anu fpeake well enough. 

jilt Excellent well. 

Caf Why very well then: you muft not thinke then* that lam 
drunke. Exit, .. . • 

tjaion. To the plotforme mailers. Come, let’s fet the watch. 

jaq. Y ou fee this fellow that is gone before, . 
HcisaSouldierfictoftandby. Cafar, I 

Aildgiue direction : and doe but fee his vice ; 

Tis to his vertue, a iuft.equinoXj 

The one as tongas tb’other s tis pitty of him-, . • v ' 

Jfearc the trull put him in, V . 

On forae oddctime.of his infitarity, . * 

Will flrakc i his 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

Jag. T is cuermore the Prologue to his 11 epei 
Ket’-ie watch the horolodge a double fetj 
1 f dr i n ke rocke not his cradle. _ .... 

Mon. T’were well the Generali were put in tninde of % 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
praifes the vet tue that appeares in C 6 f s ; w >- 
And lookes not on his euills : is not this true ? 

[ a „. How now Roderigo, Ent er Roderigo, 

I pray you after the Leiutenant,«oe. Exit Rod. 

Mon- And t is great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a placets his owne fccond* 

With one of an ingraft infirmity; j. 



the Moore of Venice, 

Xc were an hone ft aclion to lay lb to the Moore, 
lag. NotI,forthisfaireIfland: ^ 

I dot loue Cafsio well, and would doe much,- Helpe, htfpejWttmn. 

To cure him of this eivill s but harke,what noy le. 

Enter Cafsio, driuing in Roderigo. 

Cap You rogue, you rafcall. 

Mo». What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty : but Ilebeatetheknaueintoa 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beateme? 

Caf. Doll thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir held your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir,or lie knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon, Come,come,you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight, 

lag . Away I fay, goe our, and cry a muceny. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Helpeho, Leiutenant! Sir, Mrnanio, fir, 

Hclpe mallersjheer’s a goodly watch indeed s 
Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

TheTowne will rife, fie,fie, Leiutenant, hold, 

You will be Iham'd for euer . 

Enter Othello, and G entlemen with Weapons. 

Oth,. What’s the matter heere? 

Mon, I bleed ft ill, I am hurt to the death. he faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your Hues. 

lag. Hold, hold Leiutenanr, fir A/c«f<4»/<7,GentIemen. 

Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Ho iS^!?, cn f ra11 rpeakcs to y° u * hold ,hold, for Ihatne. 

Uth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this t 
Are we tur nd T nrkes, and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauenhasfoibid the Ottamites : 
u or 5 ar j,^* an fi >3f nv,put by this barbarous brawle ; 

HnHc f - ft r rC , S “«*» c ,° cat ue W* owne rage, 

1 oWs his fouls light, he dies ypon his motion ; 

Ea 
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sibe/l rings. 
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34. The Tragedy of Othello 

Silence that dreadfull bell,it fright* the Ifle 
From her propriety : what’s the matter matters ? 
Honeft Iago, that lookes dead with grieuing, 
Speake.who began this.on thy loue I charge thee. 

lag. I doe not know, friends alt but aow,euen now*. 
In quarter, and in termes,like bride andgroome, 
Deueftii.g them to bed,and then but now, 

( As if fotne Planet had vnwicted me.nO 
Swords out .and tilcingqne at others breaft, 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning to this peeuifh odds ; 

And would in a&ion glorious, I had loft 
Thofe leggcSjthat brought me to a part ©f it. 

Oth. Hovy came it Michael, you were thus forgot? 

Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy Mentanio^cnx were wont be citiill, 
The graujty and ftilnefle of your youth. 

The world hath noted, and your name is great, 
yn monthes ofwifeft eenfure : whats the matter. 

That you vnlacc your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwere to’t . 

Mon . Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger, 

Y our Officer fago can informe you, 

W hile I fpare fpeeeh, which fomething now often da me. 
Of all that 1 doe know, nor know I ought 
By me, that’s faide or done amiffe this night j . 

Vnlefle felfe-charity be fometime 3 vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne s 
When violence aflayles vs. 

Oth. Mowbyheauen 
My bloodbegins my fafer guides to rule, 

And paflion hauing my beft iudgement coold, 

Affayes to leade the way : Ifoncc Iftirre, . 

Or doe but lift this arcne.the beft of you 

Shall finke in my rebake : giue me to know 

How this foule rout began, who fet it on, ^ J 

And he that is approou’d in this offence, 



the Moore of Venice. 

Tho he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth. 

Shall loofe me ; what, in a T owne of warre. 

Yet wi!de,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tomannage priuate anddomeftike quarrells. 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety? 
Tis monftrous. logo, who began ? 

M« n . If partiality affin’d, or league in office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or leffe then truth. 

Thou art nofoldier, 
lag. Touch me not fo neere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue cut of my mouth. 
Then it Ihould doe offence to Michael Cafsio: 
Yeti perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thu* it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpeeeh, 

There comes a fellow,crying out for helpe. 

And Cafsio following hi n with determin’d fword, 
To execure vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe ; 

My felfe the crying fellow did purfue. 

Left by his clamour, as it fo fell out. 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fw'ift of foore 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather * 

For that I heard the clinke and fall of fwords: 

And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night 
I ne’re might fay before.- when 1 came backe, 
tor this was briefe,I found them c’ofe together 
At blow and thruft euen asagen thev were * 
When you your felfe did part them. ’ 

More of this matter can I not report 
But men are men, the beft fometimes forget - 
Tho Cafm did fotne little wrong to him 
As men in rage ftrike thofe that wilh them beft* 
Yet furcly fafsio, I beleeue receiu’d & 

From him that fled,fome ftrange indignity 
Which patience could not paffe. Y 

_ Oth. I know logo, 

1 hy boneft y and loue doth mince this matter 
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^6 The Tragedy f/" Othello 

Making it light to Cafsio : Cafsio , I loue thee. 

But neuer more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my gentle loue be not rais’d vp : ^ 

Enttr Defdemona, mt h others, 

I-le make thee an example. 

‘ Def, What's the matter ? 

Oth> &U’s well now fweeting t 
Come ;iy/ay to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe will be your furgeon ; leade him off ; 

/ 4 g<?,locke witlvcare about theTowne, 

And filence thofe,whom this vile braule diftra&ed. 

Come Dtfdtmon.i, tis the Soldiess life, 

Tohaue their balmy (lumbers wak’d with ftrife, 

Jag. What, are you huit Leiutenant ? 

£ ,x it zJJJ ooze, Defdetnona,(*»d attendants. 

Caf. I, pad allfurgery. 
lag. Mary Heauen forbid, 

Caf Reputation,reputation,oh I ha loft my reputation : 

I ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe, 

And whit remaines isbeftiall, my reputation, 
logo, my reputation. . 

Jatr. As I am an hontft man, I thoughtyou had receiu d Tome bo- 
dily wound, there is more offence in that, then in Reputation t re- 
putation is an idle and aloft falfe i.upofition, oft got without merit, 
and loft without deferuing: You haue loft no reputation at all, vn- 
lctfe you repute your felfe fuch a lofer ; what man, there are wayes 
torecouerthe Generallagen: you are but now call mhis moode, a 
punilb ntp.t more in policiy, then in malice, euenfo, asorievvou.d 
beate his offer.celdfe dogge, to affright an imperious. Lye n : lue to 

him aaaine, and he’s yours. , . , , , 

Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis'd, then to deceiue fogooda 
Commander, with fo light Jo diunktn, andinolcreet an Officer. 
Drunks? and fpeake patrat ? and fquabble, lwagger, IVeare ? and 
difeourfe fuh ian with onesowne ffiaddow O theu inuih^x fpiritot 
wine, if thou ha ft no name to be known by ,1st vs call thee Dwell. 

lug. What was be that you followed With your (word ; 

What had he done to you ? 

Ch[ i know not. , 1. ^ 






the SXToore of Vcnicz. 3 7 

Jag. Iftpofsible ? ; 

ctf. I remember a maffe of things, but nothing diftmftly ; a 
quarrel!, but nothing wherefore. O that men ffiould put an enemy 
in their mouthes, to fteale away their brainesj that wee fliould 
wichioy, reuell, pleafure, andapplaufc, transforme our feluesinto 

beaftes. is > 

lag. Why, but you are now well enough : how came you thus re- 

couered ? 

Caf. It hath pleas’d ch: don'll d.-unkenndTe, to giue place to the 
deuill wrath 5 one vnpei fciftticfle, fhewes me another, to make me ' 
frankdy defpife my felfe. 

lag. Come, you at e too feuere a morraler ; as the time, the place, 
the condition of this Countrey ftand$,I.oould heartily wifh, this bad 
tiot fobefjlne ; but fince it is as ic it, mend ir,foryour owne good. 

Caf. i will aske him for my place againe, hee (hall tell me I am a 
drunkard : had .1 as many moutires as Hydra, fuch an anfwere would 
ftop cm all ; to benow a f. nlible man,by and by a foole,and prefent- 
- ly a beaft : euery inordinate cuppe is vnbleft,and the ingrcdicncc is 
adiuell. 

leg- Cone, come, good wine istf good familiar creature, if it be 
wHl vs’J; exclaimeno more againft it; and good Leiutenant,! think 
you thinke I loue y ou. 

C^f. I haue well approou’d it fir , — I drunke ? ■ 

Ia & : You, or asyman lining may be drunke at fome t ime mair : 

lie tell you wnatyou fhill doe,” mu,- Generals wife is now the 

Generali ; 1 may fay f 0 in this refpeft, for that he lias deuored and fa- 
llen vp bimfelfc to the contemplation, marke and denotement of her 
parts and graces. Confdleyour ieife freely to her, importune her, 
mm yP^youinyourplaceagame : fl )c is fo free, fokinde, 
b;tned a Q ! ! P°htn>n. that ffie hold* it a vice in her goodnes,- 

f tT °'f C . the !? fiie is r( This broken ioy nr between! 

you and her husband, intreat her to fphnter,and my fortunes againft 

SS«SlT ,DS l this c, “k«fy°ur loue null geo, ftrSogce 

Caf You aduife me well. 

Caf \ Kfir n f he m Ceri i V . ° f l0ne and h0, ’ eft kinc’neffe. 

feech the vertuons Defd 1 ’ an ° betln ? es tbe corning, will Ibei’ 
icccntnevertuoiis Defdemna^ to vndertake for me ; lam defperate 
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38 'The Tragedy of Othello 

of my fortunes, if they checke me here. 

teg. Y ou are in the right : 

Good night Leiatenant,! mnft to the watch* 

Caf. Good night honeft Iago. Exit, 

fag. And what’s he the n,that fayes I play the villaine, 

W hen this aduice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Probal! to thinking, and indeed the courfe. 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis rnoft eafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue, 

In any honeft fuite (he’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer t to renounce hisbaptifme. 

All leales and fymbolsof redeemed fin, 

Hisfoule is fo infetter’d to her Ioue, 

That fhe may make,vnmake,doe what (he lift, 

Euen as her appetite iTiall play che god 

With his weakcfnn&ion.-how am I then a villaine. 

To counfell Cafsio to this parr aliell courfe, 

Diredly to his good .? diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blackeft fins put on, 

They d je fuggeft at fir ft with heauenly (hewes. 

As I doe now ; for whilft this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repairs his fortunes, 

And fhe for hirn,pleades ftrongly to the Moore ; 
lie poure this peftilence into his tare. 

That {he reptaltsh'm for her bodies Juft; 

And by how much (he ftriues to doe him good, 

She (hall vnd -e her credit with the Moore; 

So will I tin ne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodnefle,make the net 
Thatfhall enmefti them all: Enter Roderigo. 

How now R 0 denge ? 

Red. I do follow here in the chafe, not like a hound that hunts,but 
one that filles vp the cry: my money is almoftfpent,I habintonight 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thinke the ifliie will be, I (hall haue f« 
much experience for my paines, andfono mony at all, and witha 
little more wic returne to Venice. 

Jag. How poore are they , that haue not Patience ? 

What 




the Moore of Venice. 

What wound did euer heale,but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’tnot goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou.by that fmall hurt,haft caihcir’d Cafsio , 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun, 

Y ct fruites that blofomc firft,will firft be ripe ; 

Content thy felfe a while ; by’th maffe tis morning $ 

Pleafure,and a<ftion,make the houresfeeme (hort : 

Retire thee,goe where thou art billited. 

Away I fay,thou (Irak know more hereafters 
Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done. 

My wife muft moue for Cafsio to her miftris, 

Iiefether on. 

My felfe a while,to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wife : I,that*s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldneflc and delay. Exeunt. 

ASius 3 , Scoena 1 , 

Stster Caflio,»;>fc eJdJ uftians 

A/1 Afters, play here, I will content your paines, 

-L Something chats briefe,and bid good morrow Generali. 

n t«,i thy» an d enter the Cloxtne. 

rpeakei-rtSS that they 

'Boy. Howfir,how? 

Q°‘ A / e thefe 1 pray,cald wind Inftraments ? 

■Boy. I marry are they fir, 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a cay !e. 

Boy. Whereby hangs a tayle fir? 

rnafte^ fir * by r any a winde In ftrument that I know But 

cl fo 

-with it. 1 es lake > t0 ma kc no more noyfe 
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Well fir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that may not bee heard, to’ta. 
gaine, but as they fay, to heare raufiquc, the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy, We ha none fuch fir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your b?.g, for lie away ; goe, vanifh 
into aire, away. 

Caf. Doft thou heare my honeft fr iend ? 

Clo. No, l heare Bot your honeft friend,! heare you* 

Caf. Prethee keepe vp thy quillets, ther’s a poore peeceofgold 
for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
ftirring, tell her ther’s one Cafsio , entreates her a little fauour of 
fpeach— wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir,if Ihe will ftirre hither, I (hail feemc to no. 
tifievntoher. Enter Izgo. _ 

Caf. Doe good my friend : Tn happy time Exit Clot 

lag. Y ou ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf Why no.the day had broke before we parted ; 

I ha made bold lago to fend in to your wife, — my fuitc to her, 

Is, that flie will to vertuous Defdemona, 

Procure me fome accede. 

lag. Ilefendhertoyouprefendy, 

And lledeuife ameaneto drawtheMoore 

Out of the way, that your conuetfe and bufinrffe, 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf I humbly thanke you for’c : I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kind and honed. 

Fntcr Emilia. 

Em. Good morrow good Leiutenant,! am forry 
For your difpleafurc, but all will foone be well. 

The Generali and bis wife are talkingof it. 

And (he fpeakes for you ftoutly : the Moore replies,. 

Thathe you hurt is of great fame in Cj? rttt \ 

And great affinity ,and that in wholefome wifedome, 

He might notbut refufe : but he protefts he loues you. 

And needs no other fuitor but his likings, 

To take the fefcft occafion by the front, 

Jo bring you in againe. ^ 



the Moore of Venice, 

Caf. Yctlbefeechyou, 

2f you thinks fit, or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of Ibme briefe difeourfe 
With Defdemona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

1 will beftow you where you (hall haue time. 

To fpeakc your bofomc freely. 

Caf I am much bound to you. Exeunt . 

Enter Othello, lago,. mdotber Gentlemen. 

Oth. Thefe letters giue lago to the Pilate, 

And by him, doe my duties to the State ; 

That done, I will be walking to the workes. 

Repaire there to me. 
lag. Well my good Lord,Ile do’t. 

Otio. This fortification Gentlemen,fha!l we fee’t? 

Gent. We waite vpon y our JLordfhip. Exeunt. 

m r ^ Defdemona, Caffio and Emillia. 

. P e J' , Be£ ! 10U aB « r <3 good Cafsio. , I will doe 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

A ! f"hcSftl“t s md0C ' ,kn0Kit s rk ““ ra r h “ ib “ d - 

Def. O that’s an honeft fellow:- — An* r**r. 

B« . Willta^e my Lo,d an d yo ; a g a ^" 0tdOUbt C «“°' 
As friendly as you vrere. * 

Caf. Bounteous Madame, 

S' “ cr fb.ll becone of 

fi a ", y .L, S b “'>' our 

Y J , r ’ 1 £ ^ an kc you, you doe loue my Lord • 

Then in a politique diftance. 

J'V- I but Lady, 

Thar poll icy may either lafi fo long, 
r feed vpon fuch nice and waterifh diet, 

k 't So ouc of ci-ow.ftanc^’ 
ac 1 k ein g ablcnt.and my place fupplied, 

Fa 
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q.1 The Tragedy of Othello 

My Generali will forget my loue and feruice. 

Def. Doe not doubt that,before EmMia here, 

I giue thee warrant ofthy place ? allure thee. 

If I doe vow a fricndfhip, Ileperforme it, 

To the laft Article : my Lord {hall neuer reft, 

Tie watch him tame, and talke him out of patience; 

His bed (hall feetne a fchoole,his boord a fhrift. 

He intermingle euery thing he does. 

With Cafio’s fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsio, 

For thy foliciter (hall rather die, 

Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello, Iag0,<*«d G cntlemtn , 

Em. Madam,hcre comes my Lord. 

Car. Madam, ile take my leaue. 

•Def. Nay flay , and hearc me fpeake. 

Caf. Madam not now, I am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine owne purpofe. 

Def. Well, doe your diferetion, 
lag. Ha,l like not that. 

Oth. W hat doft thou fay ? 
lag. Nothing my Lord, or if, — 1 know not what. 
Oth. Was not thac Cafsio parted from my wife? 
lag. Cafsio my Lord ?— no fure,I cannot thinke it. 
That he would fteale away fo guilty-like, 

Seeing youcomming. 

Oth . I doe beleeue twas he. 

Dej. How now my Lord, 

Tbaue been talking with a fuiter here, 

A roa n that languilh: s in your difplcafure. 

Oth. Who i’ll you meane? _ _ 

‘Def. Why your Leiutenant Caf to, good my Lord 
If I haue any grace or power to raoue you. 

His prefent reconciliation take : 

Fo r if he be not one that truely loues you, 

That erres in ignorance, and notin cunning, . 

I haue no iudgement in anhoneft face, 

I prethee call him backe« 



£**> Cafsio. 
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the . TKioore of V enice. 

Oth. Wenthe hence now ? 

Def. Yes faith, fo humbled, 

That he has left part of his griefes with me. 

To fuffer with him j good Loue call him backe. 

Ot. Not now fweet ‘Defdemonf ome other time. 

Def But fhal’t be (hortly ? 

Oth. The fooner fweet for you- 
Def Shaft be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Def To morrow dinner then r 
Otb. I {lull not dine at home, 

7 meet the Captaines at the Cittadell. 

Def Why then to morrow night, or tuefday morne. 
On tuefday morne,or night,or wednefday morne, 

I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaith hee’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpaffe.in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay,the warres muft make examples. 
Out of her beft) is not almoft a fault. 

To incurre a priuate checke ; when {hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule, 

W hat you could aske me, that I ffiould deny ? 

Or (land fo mam’ ring on ? What Michael C afio ? 

That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly. 

Hath tatie your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Truft me, I could doe much, — 

Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he will, . 
I will deny chee nothing. 

Def Why thisisnoc aboone, 

Tis as I Ihould intreat you weare yourgloues s 
Or feed on nourifhing dilhes.or keep you wanrje. 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon : nay, when I haue a fuite, 
Wherein I meane to touch your loue indeed. 

It {hall be full of poife and difficult weight, 

And fearefull to be granted. 

O th , I will deny thee nothing, 

*3 ; 
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4 ^ TheTragedy of Othello 

Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, 

;To fcauc me bat a little to ray felfe. 

Shall i deny yoa? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Dfdemona,\'\e come to thee ftraight* 
Def Emitii^comejbe it as yourfancies teach you. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exeunt Dcf. and Em. 

Oth. Excellent wretch.perdition catch my fouie, 

But i doe loue thee, and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 

I#g. My noble Lord. 

Ot h. What doeft thou fay logo ? 

I*g. Did Michael fitfsio when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your loue ? 

Oth. He didfrom firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for afatisfaftien of my thought. 

No further harmc. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Iago ? 

I ag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 
Oth. O yes and went between vs very oft. 

Iga. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed? I indeed, dcfcern’ftthou ought in that? 
Ishenothoneft? 

Jag. Hotieft m v Lord ? Oth. Honeft ? I honeft. 

fag. My Lord, -for ought I know. 

Oth W hat doeft thou thinke ? 

Jag. Thinke my Loro ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord? why doft thou ecchoe me. 

As tf there wcreTome monfttr in thy thought, 

T o hideous to be (howne j Thou doft meanefomethitig; 

1 heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ftnot that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfell. 

In my whole courfe of wooing rhou cridft indeed? 

And dtdft contraft, and purfethy brow together. 

As if hou then tadft (hut vp in thy braine. 

Some hori iole conceit : Ifxhcu doeft loue me, 

Snew me thy thought. 

f-'g. My Loiu you know I loue you. 
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the SVfoore of Venice. 

Oth I thinke thou doeft, 

And for I know, thou art full ofloue and hone fty. 

And weighed thy words, before thou giu’ft’em breath. 
Therefore thefe Hops of thine fright me the more $ 

For fucli things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickes of cuftome j but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are clofe dilutions, working from the heart. 

That paflion cannot rule. 

Jag. For fJMichael Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne,l thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke fo to. 

lag. Men fliould be what they feeme. 

Or thofe thatbe not, would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Certaine,oKn fliould be what they feeme. 
lag . Why then r thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay, yet ther’s more in this, 

I ptethee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ruminate,andgiue thy word of thoughts. 
The vvorft of words. 

lag . Good my Lord pardon me % 

Though I am bound to cuery aft of duty, .. 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vttcr my thoughts : W hy ,fay they are vile and faife s 
As where’s that palls ce,whereir>to fouie things 
Sometimes intrude not } Who has a bread fo pure. 

But fane vncleanly apprehtofions, 

Keepe leetes and law- dayes and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oth. Thou doft confpire againft thy friend Iago, 

If tnou but thinkeft him wrongd,and makeft his eare 
A Arranger to thy thoughts. . 

lag. I doe befecch you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle 
(As I confefle it is my natures plague, * 

To fpy into abu!es,and oft my iealoufi*e 
Shapes faults that are not :) that your vifedome yet 
Fi ot. one that (o imperfr-ftly conceits 5 

Would take no notice,ncr build your fe’lfe a tiouble. 
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Out of my fcattering,and vnfureobferuancei 
It were not for your quiet.nor your good. 

Nor for my manhood,honefty,or wifedeme. 

To let you know my thoughts* 

0 t h. What doft thou meane ? 

lag. Good name in man and woman ( deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate lewell of our foules : 

Who tteales my purfe, fteales tra(b,tis fomething, nothing, 
Twas mine, t is his.and has bin fiaue to thoufands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that,which not inriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth . lie know thy thoughts. 

lag. Y ou cannot, if my heart were in y our hand, 

Nor (hall not,whilft tis in my cuftody . 

Oth. Ha? 

fag. O beware (my Lord) of iealoufie 5 
It is a green ey d monfter, which doth roocke 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold Hues in blis, 
Whocertaine of his fate,loues not his wronger : 

•.But oh,what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotes,yet doubts, lufpe&s,yct ftrongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. 

lag. Poore and content, is rich, and rich enough, 

But riches finelefle,is as poore as winter. 

To him that euer feares he (hall be poqre : 

Good heauen,the foules of all my tribe defend 
From iealoufie. 

Oth. Why , why is this ? 

Thinkft thou 1 ’de make a life of iealoufie ? 

To follow (till the changes of the Moone 
With frc(h fufpitions ? No, to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for a Goate, 

When l (hall turne the bufinefle of my foule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blowne furmifes. 

Matching thy inference : tis not to make me iealous, 

To fay my wife isfaire,feedes well, loues company. 

Is free offpeech, fings, playes, and dances well ; 







the Moore of Venice. 

Where vertue is.thefe are more vertuous t 
Nor from mine owne weake merits will I draw 
The fmalleft feare.or doubt of her reuolt. 

For (he had eies,and chofenme : no I«g* t 
lie fee before l doubti,when I doubr,proue; 

And on the proofe,there is no more but this ; 

Away at once with loue or iealoufie. 

lag. I am glad of it, for now I (hall haue reafoa, 

To (hew the loue and duty that I beare you. 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me : Ifpeake not yet of proofe, 

Looke to your wife,obferue her well with Cafsit ; 
Wearc your eie thus, not iealous»nor (ecure, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature. 

Out offelfe-bouncy be abus’d, looke too t : 

I know our Countrcy difpofition well, 

In Venice they doe let Heauen fee the prankes 

They dare not (hew their husbands: their bed confcieuee 

Is not to leaue’t vndonc,but keepe’e vnknowne. 

Oth, Doeft thou fay fo ? 

lag. She did deceiue her father marrying you : 

And when (he feem’d to (hake and fcare y our lookes, 

She lou’d them moft. 

Oth. And (b (he did. 
fag. Why go top then, 

She that fo young, could giuc but fuch a feeming. 

To leale her fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame ; 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon. 

For too much louing you. ; 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

fag. I fee this hath a little dalht your fpirits. 

Oth. Notaiot,notaioti ' 
lag. Truft me, I feare it has. 

I hopeyou will confider, what isfpoke. 

Comes from my loue : but I doe fee y ou are moou’d, 

I am to pray you,notto ftraine my fpeacb, 

To groffer ifllies,nor to larger reach, 

G 
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Then to fufpition. 

Oth. I will not. 
lag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My fpsech (hould fall into fueh Vile fuccefle, ' :oi: 
A? tny thoughts aims not at : Cafsio's my worthy friend: 
My Lord, I fee you are moou.’d, 

Oth. No, notrouchmoou’d, 

I doe not thinks but c Dtfdemona's honeft. 

lug Long liue (he fo,and long liue you.to thinke fo., 
Oth. And yet bow nature erring from it ftlfc. 
fag. T,therc’s che point : as to be bold with you,. 

Nor to affedt many propof.d matches. 

Of hyr ownec!ime,complexion,and degree, 

V/ hereto we fee in all things ,nature tends } 

He we may fmell in (uch a will mod raoke, 

Foiile difproportion.thoBghts vnnacurall. 

Bur pardon me : I doe not in politico, 

DilHn&ly fpeake of her,tho 1 may feare 
Her will re coy ling to her better judgement, 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repenr. 

Oth. Farewell, if more 
Thou doeft perceiue,\et me know more/et on 
Thy wifetoobferue : leaueme lags. . o\ 

lag. My Lord 1 take my leaue. : 

Oth. Why did I marry l This honeft creature doubtletis 
Sees, and knowes more, much more then bevnfolds. 

lug My Lord,! would 1 might in treaty our honour. 

To (can this thing no further.,leaae i t to time. 

And though tis fit that Cafsio haue his place, 

( For fore he fills it vp with great ability,). 

Yec if you pleafe to hold him off a while, 

You (hill by that,perceiue him and his meanes ; 

Note if your Lady ftraine her entertainement, 

Withany ftrongor vehement importunity.. 

Much will be fcene in that, inch- ipeane time. 

Let me be thought too bulk in my Lares, 

(As worthy cauie I haae,to fcarc Lam 



the Moore of Venice, 



And hold Her free,! doe befeech yoiir honour. 

Oth. Fearenotmy gouernemenc. 

lag. I once more take my kaue. Exit. 

Oth. This fcllowe’&.of ex<? edmg hooefty, 

And knowes all qttantiries.wiich a. learned fpirit 
Of humane dealings: If [doeprooaeher haggard, 
Thothat herleflcs were my deare heart ftiings, 

I’de whittle her offhand let her d -wne the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily,for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofe foft parts of conuerfaeion. 

That Chatwb rers haue, or for I am deejiud 
Into the vale of ycares,yet that’s not much, 

Shee s gone, I am abus'd, and my releife 
Muftbetoloath her ? Ocurfe of marriage. 

That wecancall thefe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites : I had rather be a Toade, 

And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’J are they leffe then the bafe, 

Tis delteny,vn(hunnable,Uke death : 

Euen then this ‘orked plague is fated to VS, 

When wc doe quicken : Defitmom comes. 

If (he be falfe,() then htauen mocks it felfe, 
lie not beleeue it. 

Enter Defdemona and EmiUia. 

Def. How now my deare Othello t 
Your dinner, and the generous < lander 
By you inuited,doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. I am to blame, 

W’ hy is your fpeech fo faint ? are you not well ? 

Oth. j h >ue a paine vpon my forehead ,heare. 

Wcf. Why that’s with watching, t’wiU away againe ; 
Let me but bind it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth . Your napkin is too little : 

Let it alopc t come Ik go in with yea. 

Hef. i am very forry that you are not well, 
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<?«. I am glad I haue foutul this-hapkin, 1 ; Exit Oth. and Dfl 

This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 

My way ward husband, hath a hundtsedfrimes 
Wooed me to fteale it, btitfliefo loues'tbe token, .th'j 

For he coniar’d her,lhe(hoaldeuer ikeepeity ~ p - r - i-wom; :.nA 

That fhe referues it euer rndr&abotichar^ r ^ * ii - v ' ' n: • wllo 
To kiffc,and tal'ke to; ltaha the worke tane our, 

Andgiu’t/^.- whatbe'IdoeVvithit, ' i; ' : • i : ! 

.Heauen knowes,not I, £#?<>- Iago. 

I nothing,but to pleaf? his fantafie. 

lag, How now, what doe you here aloDe ? - * 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a thing for you.^ 
lag. k thing for me,it is a common thing— 

Em. Ha? 

lag To haue a feolifli wife. 

Em. 0,is that all? what will you giueme no'*v 

For chat fame handkerchiefe ? 
lag. What handkerchiefe? 

Em. What handkerchiefe ? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona , 

That which fo often you did bid me ftealer.' 
fag. Ha’ft ftole it from her ? 

£m. No fjith,{he let it drop by negligence, 

And to the aduantage,! bcing'herejtookeit vp : 

Looke,here it is* ... v . 

lag. A good wench giue it m«- r ' . 'bi-t: -niwR 

Em. What will you doe with it. 

That you haue bin foearneftto 1 haue ft«‘filch it? 

lag. Why, what’s that-toyou ? 

Em. If’t be not for feme purpofe of import, 

Giuc mee’tagaine, poore Ladyjlhee’ll run rfiad 

When (he (bail lacke it.-'- , -V , ' 1 , 

lag. Be nor you aeknowne ohT;I haue vfc-for it :— go leans me, 

I will in frafsio’s lodging lofe this napkin. Exit Em. 

And let him find it : Trffles light as ay re. 

Are to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 

As proofes of holy W^it, this may ddefomethrog ; 

The Moore already changes wish my Tbifon, . ^/ : v • - - ^ 
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Dangerous conceits arc in their natures poifons, 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft ; ^ , .. 

But with a little aft vpon the blood, B»m ; Othello. 

Burns like the mines of fulphure : I did fay jo : 

Look where he comes,not Poppy ,nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firopps of the world. 

Shall euer medccine thee to that fweet fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfe to me, to me? 

jag. why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant,be gon,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

I fweare,tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know’t a little. 
fag. How now, my Lord? 

Oifc.Whatfencehadl of her ftolne houresoflufts 
3 faw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me, 

I fltpt the next night well, was free, and merry $ 

I found not Cafsto’s kifles on her lips ; 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’t, and hee’snot rob’d at all. 

Jag. I am forry to heare this. 

Orb. I had bin happy if the general! Campe, 

Py oners, and all,bad tailed her fwcet body, 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for euer 
Farewell thetranquile mind,farewell content * 

.Farewell the plumed troope,and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neigh ing Steed, and the (brill T rumpe. 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme,thc care-peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner,and all quality, 

Pride, pompe,and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And,0 ye mortall Engines, whofe wide throates, 

The immortal louts great clamors counterfeit $ 

Farewell,Ot heHoe’s Occupation’s gone. 
lag. Iftpofsiblemy Lord? 

Oth. V illaine,bc fure thou pr oue my Louc a whore. 

Be lure of it.giuc me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Thou hadftbin better hauc been borne a dog, 

Then anfwere my wak’J wrath. 
lag. I ft come to this? 

Ot. Make me to fct*£,or at the leaft fo proue it, 

That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loops. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vp on thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doeft Hinder her, and torture me, 

Neuer pray more, abandon all rensorce j 
On horrors head,horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepe.alleatth amaz’d, 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adde,greater then chat. 

lag. O grace, O heautn defend me, 

Are you a man,baue you a foule or fence ? 

God buy you, take my office,— O wretched foole, 

That liuelt to make thine honefty a vice ; 

0 monftrous world, take note, take note O world. 

To be dired and honeftjia not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit,and from hence, 

He lone no friend, fincc loue breeds fuch offence. 

Oth . Nay ftay ..thou fhouldft be honeft 
lag . I fhould be wife, for honeftie’s a foole. 

And ioofes that it workes for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I thinke my wife be honcft,and thinke (he is not, 

J thinke that thou art iuft, and thinke thou art notj 
lie haae fome proofe : her name that was as frefh 
As “Dtatis vifage,is now begrimd,and blacke 
As mine owneface : If there be cords,or kniues, 

Poyfon,or firc,or fuffocating ftreames, 

He not endure it : would 1 were fatifiLd. 

lag. I fee fir, you are eaten vp with paffion, 

I doc, repent me that I put it to you } 

You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay ,1 will. 

lag. And may ,buchow,how fatisfied my Lord? 

Would you, the fuperuifion groffdy gape on. 

Behold her topt? 
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Oth. DeathanJ damnation —oh- 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty T thinke. 

To bring cm to chat profpedt. damem then, 

If euer mortall eyes did fee them boulfter 
More then their owne ; what then, how then ? 

What (hail I fay ? where's fatisfa&ion ? 

It is impofiibie you fhould fee this, 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Mon kies, 

Asfaltas VVolues inpride,and fooles as groffe 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay, 

Ifimputation and ftrong circumftances, 

Which leade direftly to the doore of truth, 

W ill giue you fatisfafl!On,you may ha’c. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,thic (he’s difloyall. 
lag. I doe not like the office. 

But fith I am entet’d into this caufe fo farre, 

Prickt to’c by foolifh honefty and loue, 

J will goe on ; I lay with Gapio lately, 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, I could not fleepe, 
There are a kind ofmen fo loofe of foule. 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kind is Cap to: 

In fleepe 1 heard him fay. Sweet Defdtmonai 
Let vs be warydet vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry out/weet creaturc,and then kiffe me hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips.then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and figh’d,andkiffed and then 
CriedjCurlcd fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous, monftrous. 
lag. Nay,this was bu: his dreame. 

Ori>. But this denoted a fore- gonconclufion . 

Tis a fhrewd doubt tho it be but a dreame, 

And this may hclpe to thicken other proofes. 

That doe demonftrate thinly. r * 

Oth. Ileteaieheralltopecces. 

Nay ,but be wife, yet we fee nothing done,' 
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The Tragedy of Othello 



She may be honeft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue you not fometimes feene a handkerchiefe, 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand? 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my firft gift. 
lag. I know not tbat,butfueh a handkerchiefs 
I am fure it was your wiues, did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with, 

Otb. If’tbethat. 

lag. If it be that, or any , it was hers. 

It fpeakes againft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flaue had forty thoufand Hues, 

One is too poore, too wcake for my reuenge : 

Now I doe fee tis true,looke here [ago. 

All my fond loue.thus doe I blow to heauen, - ■ ■ "tis gone. 
Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O Ioue thy crowne,and hearted Throne, 

To tyrranous hate,fwell bofome wichchy fraught, 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. he knecles . 

lag. Pray be content. 

Oth. O blood, fago, blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 

Oth. Neuer/<a*w; 

Like to the Pontick. Sea, 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue epurfe, 

Nc’r feels retiring ebbe,but keepes due on, 

To the Tropontick.und the Hellespont : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts,with violent pace, 

Shall neVe looke backe,ne’re ebbe to humble loue. 

Till that a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yortd marble Heaueu, 

I n the due r euerence of a (acred vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

fag. Doe not rife yet : Iago kpeelt. 

Witneffe the euer-burning lights aboue. 

You Elements that clip vs round about ; 

Witneffe that here, Iago doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit, hand, heart. 

To wrong’d Ot huHos’s feruice s let him command. 
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And to obey, (hall be in me remorce. 

What bloody worke fo euer. 

Oth . I greet thy loue; 

Not with vaine thanks,but with acceptance bounteous. 

And will vpon the inftant put thee to*c. 

Within thefe three daycs,lec me heare thee fay. 

That Cafsio’ s not aliue. 

lag. My friend is dead : 

Tis done as you requcft,but let her Hue. 

Otb. Dam her lewd minks : 0 dam her, 

Come,goc with me apart,I will withdraw. 

To furnilh me with fome (wife meanes of death. 

For the faire deuill mow art thou my Leiutehaiit. 

jag. I am your owne for euer. 

Exettti f. 

Enter Defdcmona,EmiIla<<»^ the Clovane. 

Def. Doe you know iirra, where the LeiutenantC«/H’o lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man? 

Clo. He is a Soldier, and for one to fay a Soldier lies, is dabbing.’ 

Def. Go te,where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where I lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to denife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throate. 

Def. Can you enquire him out,andbe edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathcchizc the world for him, that is, make quedions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seekehim, bid him corae hither, tell him I haue mouedmy 
Lord j.n his behalfe,and hope all will be well. 

0 0 • To doe this, is within the compaffe of mans witte, and there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Def. W here (hould I loofe that handkerchiefe EmiUia ? 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def Beleeue mc,l had ratherloofe my pqrfe 
Full ofCrufadoes: and but my noble Moore 
Is true of mind ,and made of no fuch bafeneffe, 

Asicalous creatures are, it Were enough 

a to 
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To put him to ill chinking. . 

Em. Is he not iealous? 

Def. who he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all fuchh^aiors from him, Enter Othello. 

Em. Loose where he comes. 

Def, I will not Icaue him now, 

Till Cafsio be cald to him :how is it with you my Lord ? 

Otb. Well my good Lady : O hardnefle to dUfemblc : 
Hovy doe you Defdemom f 
Dtf. Well, my good Lord. 

Otb. Giue me your hand,this handis tnoift my Lady. 
Dtf. It yet has felt no age,nor knowne no forrow. 

Oth. This argues fruitfulnefle and liberall heart,, 
Hot,hot,and moyft,this hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from liberty t falling and praying, 

Much caftigation,exercife deuout $ . 

For here’s a young and fweating dcuill here. 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, f 

Afrankeone. 

Dtf Y ou may indeed fay fo,. 

For twas that hand th3t gauc away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hanas-, 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Dtf I cannot fpeake ofthis ; come now your promise, 
Oth. What promife chuckc ? 

Dcf. I hau.efent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

O th. I haue a fait and Cullen rkur.e bflfends me. 

Lend me thy handkerchiefc. 

Dtf. Here my Lord. 

Oth , That which Igaue you. 

Def I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth- Thats a fault : that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to ray mother giue, ^ 

She was a Charmcr,and coaid almoft reade ! 

The thoughts of people $ (he told her while (lie kept if, J . 

Twould make her amiable,and lubdue my father 
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Intirely to her loue : But if Ihe loft it, 

Or made a gift of it ; my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits ihoald hunt 

After new fancies ; She dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me, when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed on’t,. 

Make it a dar!ing,like yonr pretious eye, 

T o loofe,or giue’e away,were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. - 

Def. rftpoflible? i . 

Oth. Tistrue,thei’smagickeinthewebofic, 

^ Sy bell that had numbred in the world, 

The Sun to courfe two hundred companies, 

I n her prophetique fury,f®wed the worke : 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the filke, 

And it was died in Mummy , which the skilful! 

Concerue of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed,i'ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritablejthereforelooketo’twell. 

Def Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 
Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeakefo ftartingly and ralh ? 

Oth. Pft loft ? i’ll gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 
Def Blcflevs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. it is not loft, but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetch’t,letmefeeit, 

Def. Why fo I can fir,but I will not now. 

This is a tncke,to put me from my faite, 

I pray let Cafsio be receiu’d againc. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchiefe,my mind mifeiues. 

o; t .Ttei;aXiter' rmc " amorcfuffKkntrM “' 

Def. A man, that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue, 

Sh^r ddangcrs with you. 
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Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def. in foothyou are too blame. 

Otb. Away. Exit. 

Em. Is not this man iealous ? 

Def I nerefaw this before* 

Sure thcr’s fome wonder in this handkerchiefe, .. 
l am mod vnhappy in the loffeof it. 

Enter IagorfWCaflio. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two fhewes vs a man. 

They are all but ftomacks,and we all but foodc ; 

They eate vs hungerly,and when they are full. 

They belch vs jlooke you fafiie and my husband. 

lag. There is no other way, tis ft>e mutt doe it. 

And loe the happ!neffe,goc,and importune her. 

Def. How now good Cafsio, whits the newes with you ? 

Caf. Madams former fuite : I doe befeech you. 

That by your vertuous mcanes.I may againe 
Exift,and be a member of his loue. 

Whom I, with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour, I would not be delayed: 

If my off. nee be of fuck mortall kind. 

That not my fcruice paft.nor prefent forrowes, 

Nor purpos’d merrit in futurity, 

Can ranfome me into his loue againe, 

But to know fo,muft be my benefit, 

So (hall I cioath me in a forc’d content^ 

And (hut my felfe vp in fome other courfe, 

To fortunes almes* 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Caf to. 

My aduocation is not now in tune ; 

My Lord is not my Lord, nor Ihould I know him, , 
Wereheinfauour.asinhumoraltred: - 

Sohelpe me s euery fpiritfanflified. 

As I hauefpoken for you all my beft, 

And flood within the blanke of his difpleafarej 
For my free (peech : you mud a while be patient, ; * 
What I can doe I wiU,andmore I will ' t. ; - ' ! ‘; 

Then for my felfe I daie,lct that fufficeyou. 3 < 
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Pf. Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now. 

And certainely in ftrange vnquictneffe. 

lag. Can he be angry? I haue feene the Cannon, 

When it hath blowne his rankes into the ay re * 

And Hike the deuill) from his very armc, 

Puft his owne brothsr,and can he be angry ? . 

Something of moment then : I will goe meet him. 

There’s matter in’c indeed, if he be angry. 

Def. I prethee doe fo : fomethmg fure of State, 

Either from Venice, or fome vrihatcht pradice, 

Made demonftrable here in Cipres to him. 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit.and in fuch cafes, 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones ate the obied , 

Tis cuen fo ; for let our finger ake, 

At;d it endues our other healthful! members, . 

Euen to that fenfe of paine 5 nay,we muft thinke. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fitsthe Bridall : befhrew me much Emi&i^ 

I was (vnhandfomc warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule ; 

Bat now I find,I had fubbornd the witnefTe, 

And bee's indited faifly . 

Em. Pray heauen itbc State matters as you thinke. 

And no conception,nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Def. Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But ieal ous foules will not be anfwered fo. 

They are not cucr iealous for the caufe, 

But iealous for thev are iealous v tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind, 

Em. Lady.Amen. 

Def I will goe fecke h\m,Cafsie walke here about. 

If I doe finde him fit, lie mouc your fuite, £*r«»r Defd. 

% Andfceke toeffed it to my vtterreoft, and Emillia# 

H 3 Caf! 
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6 o The Tragedy of Othello 

Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifiiipf £»«r Bi*nca. 
'Eton. Saue you friend Cafsio. 

What make you from home ? V S ; 

How is ic with you my moft fair t Bianca f : ,)r [ ^ ' ’> 

Indeed fweet loue I wascomming to your Hrtufe. 

'Bit. And I was going to your lodging fitjsi* j 1 ' 

What keepe a weeke away ?feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight houres,and louers abfent holires, 

More tedious then the diail, eightfcore titties, 

Oh weary reckoning. :uh , l . c o :*;•»!? ;• fj 

Caf Pardon me Bianca, ' • • • 

I hauc this while with leaden thoughts bin preft. 

But I (hill in a more continuate t ime. 

Strike off this fcore of abfence : fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke our. 

r Bia. Oh C a f s *°> whence came this ? ; 

This is fome token from a hewer friend . 

To the felt ablence,ndw I fcele a caufe’j ; 

I'il come to this t well, well. 

Caf. Go to woman „ 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them,you atc lealous now, noibnij 
That this is from fome Miftris ,fo;nc remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia. Why, whofe is it ? 

Caf I know not fweet, I found ic in my chamber, 

I like the worke wel!,ere ic be demanded. 

As like enough it wtll,rdc haue it coppied, 

Take it and do’t,anji leads me : for this time. !A i 

'Bia. Leaue you,wherefore- ? 

Caf. I doe attend here on the Generali, ^ ■■■v. 

And thinkeit noadditiori^noraiy wilb, 

To haue him fee me woman’d. 

BU. Why I pray you? 0.- 

Caf. Not that I loue you not. 

Bia. But that you doe not loue me t 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 

Andfay,ifIfitatlfeeyoufooncatnight. .l:X, 
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Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bringyou. 

For I attend here, but He fee youfbone, ‘ 

Bia. Tis very good, I miiftbe circumftanc’d. Exeunt. 

A Bits :.v Scorn- i. • : y • 

C t . . (f. . c- i S'~i 1 r- •«' X? t «A 1 

Sutter Iagoand Othello* 

Joe, x T\ jrillyouthinkefo? 

V ▼ Oth. Thinkefo /<*£*. 

Jag. What,tokiffeinpriuate? v 2 

Oth . AnvnauthonVdkiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre,or more,not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Nakedabcd lago , andnot mesne harme ? 

It is hipocrific againft the deuill : 

They that'meanc vertuoufly,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertue tempcs.and they tempt hcauen. 

lag. Soe they doe nothing, tis a veniall flip ; 

But iflgiuemy wifeahandkerchicfe. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers s , 

She may ,1 thinke,beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is proteftreffe of her honour to<>. 

May (hegiue that? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue ic not ; 

But for the handkerchiefe. 

Oth. B/ heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it : • 

Thou faidft (O ic comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infected hoafe| 

Boding to all, ) He hid my handkerchiefe. 
lag. I. what of that? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 

lag. what If I had faid rhad feen him do you Wrong? 

Or heard him fay, (as knaues be fucli abroad, 

ho hauing by their owne importunate fuicej - ; 
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Or voluntary dotage of fotne miftris, 

Coniurcd,or fupplied them.cannot chafe. 

But they muft blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord, but be you well afiut’4* 

No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth . What hath he fayd ? 

lag. Why that he did— I know not What he did. 

Oth. What? fag. Lye. 

Oth . With her? 

lag. With her, on her, what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her ? We fay lie on'hct, when they bdy 
her $ lye with her, that’s fulfome, handkerchiefs, confeftion, hand- 
kerchiefs : to confe(Te,and be hang’d for his labourer ft to be hafig’J, 
and then to confcfle ; I tremble at it : Nature would not inueflt her- 
felfe in (uch fividowing palsion, without fome inftruttion : It is not 
words that (hakes me thus, (pifh)nofcs,eare5,a»dltppesj Is’tpofsi- 
blc ?confefle ? hand kerchieft ? O deuill* Faltes in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, worke : thus credulous fooles arc 
caught,and many worthy and chaft Dames, euen thus (all guiltlefle,) 
meet reproach : What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay, Othello, how 
;! ! now Cafsio? Enter Cafsio. 

Caf. What’* the matter? 

lag. My Lord is falne into an'Hpil pfy, 

|| This is his fecond fit,heftiad ohe y'efterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No.forbeare, 

The Lethargie muft hauefiis quiet courfe. 

If not, he foames at mouth, and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madntfie : looke,he ftirress 
Doe you withdraw ycurfdfe'a little whi|e. 

He will recoucr ftraight ; when he is gone, 

I would on great occafionfpcakewithyou. 

How is it Generallhaueyou not hurt your head? 

Oth. Doft thou mocke me/ £ xit Caf. 

lag . Imockeyou? noby heauen. 

Won d you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a beaft'. 
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Jag. There’s many abeaft then in a populous City, 
And many a ciaill monfter. 

Oth . Did he confeffe ? 

Jag. Good fir be a man, . 

Thinke euery bearded felloW,that’s but yoak o. 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aiiue. 

That nightly lye in thofevnproper beds, # 

Which they dare fweare peculiar s your cafe is better & 
O tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what Inc iha.l be. 

Oth. O thou art wife, tis cettaine. 
lag. Stand you a while apart. 

Confine y our felfe but in a patient lifts 

Whilft you were here orewhelmed with your gricre, 

( A paflion moft vnfitting fuch a man.) 

Cafsio came hither,! fhifeed him away , 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafy* 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeakc with me, 

The which he promis’d : But incaue y our felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcorneit 
That dwell in euery region of his face $ 

For I will make him tellthe tale anew. 

Where, how,how oft,how long agoe,and when, 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay, but marke his ieafture,mary patience, 

Or I (hall fay, you are all in all,infpleene. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doft thou heare lago, 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 
lag That’s not anaiffe: 

But yetkeepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of 'Bianca ; 

A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cafsio j as tis the {trumpets plague 
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f 4 - The Tragedy o/Othello . 

To^guilemany ) aodbcb e guird b y°ne^^ Enter CaC. 
He,wnen he heares of her, cannot refraine 

of l3u 8 hter : Here he comes : 

As he (hall fmile OtheBo (hall goe marl. 

And his vnbookifh iealouffe niuft confter 
Poore Cafsio’s f niles,ge(lutes,a»d light behauiour, 

^ re ' r L che Wron g : How doe you now Leiutenant ? 

a f The wotfer thar you giue me the addition. 

Whole wane euen Kills me. 

Ia £: p ly DtfUemom well, and you are Cure on’t. 

Now, if this fnite lay in "Bianca’s power. 

How quickly lhould you (peed. 

Caf„ Alas poore catiue. 

Oth. Looke how he iaughes already, 

Jag . I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

fff ^] as P oore rogue, I thinkc indeed (lie loues me. 

,*"• Novv he denies it famtly,and laughes it out. 

Jag. Doe you heare Cafsio? 

Oth No jv he importunes him to tell it on : 

Goe to, well faide. 

Jag She giues it out that you (hall marry her. 

Doe you intend it? 

Oaf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth Doe you triumph R<,man,doe yeu triumph ? 

Oaf. I marry her? what? aCuftomcr ; 
j prethee beare fome charity to my wir. 

Doe not thinke it fo vnwholefome : ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fb,they laugh that wins. 

Jag Why, the cry goes,that you (lull marry her, 

Caf. Prctlice fay true. . 

Jag. i am a very villaine elfe. 

Oth. Ha you fcoar’d me ? well, 

0 </• This is the monkies own giuing out t . (he is peffwadedlwill 
marry her out ofher own loue and flattery .not out of my promife. 
Oth. Jaga beckons me,now he bigins the ftory. 

Caf. She was beerc euen now, (he haunts me in cuery place, l as 
tothcr day talking on the fca banke with certaine Venetians, and thi- 
cfayr comes this bauble, fals me thus about my necke, 

Oth. 
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Offa Crying, Q deare..Cf»/5^,.W it were : feisge^arelmports.it. 

‘ Crf/ Sohangsi aridiolls. and vy^Lpes vpop me, ;,fo hales, amjpu • 
ime,ha,ha,ha. 




Before me,lobke where flje'cdmesi 
Bmn. Let the deuill and his dam haunt you s what did you meane 

if that famet i/oit m.iA .... .. \ • : r~ 



...» AW, ana not know who leftic 

there s this is fame minxegtoken, and I thyft take out the worke • 
there.giue it the hobby horfe ; wherefoeuer you had i^_tskc out no 

Caf How now my.fweet Bwteajhxm rtdw,& noW ? ' 

°Jh By heauen,? hac ftpuld be my handkerebiefe. ! 

Ah you H cbnie tpjupper to nighty ou ma y .an y oil willhot 
cotoe whetryou are iuxt prepaid for. ~ h * s?Zl 1 

Jag* After her, after her. .... . .„ ... 

Caf I mu ft (litt;*luilei’thefireete!(e. 

lag, You-fop there. . : i; 

. ■. v r ' 

wi^yo^ 60 ' 1 ^ chifl ?e ^ r eeydu,for I wouldtrery faine fpeake 

C a f Prethe come, will you ? 

Jag Goe to fay no cadre. FW# ratn^- 

Oth. How (kill I murder him lag* ? 

Oth. O he la «§hed « his vice ? 

oi 
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my ’hand s O the world has not a fweeter creature, (he might lie by an 
Emperours fide, and command him taskes. 

?W. Nay , that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I doe not fay what ihe iS s So delicate With her 
needle, an admirable mufitian; O fiie will fing the fauageneffe out 

of a Beare joffohye andplenteons wit and inuention. 

Jag. Shee’s.the worfe for all this. 

Oth A thoufand thoufand times: ana then of fo gentle a con. 
dition. 

ofi^Nay thatscertaine,but yet the pitty of it Tago.cfo the pitty, 
Jag. If you be fo fond ouer her iniquity ,giue her patent tooffenc, 
for if it touches not you, it comes neere no body . 

Oth. I will chop her into tneffes,— cuckold me i 
lag. 0,tisfoule in her. 

’ Oth. With mine Officer. 

lag. That'S fouler. «, 

Oth. Get me feme poifon /V.this night lie net expoftulate m 
her, left her body and beauty vnprouidc my mmde agen, this night 

Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed,euen thebed 

fhe hath contaminated. ' . ' _ , . 

Oth. Good, good, the lattice of it pleafes, very good. 
la And for let me be his vndertaker : you (hall hearemot. 

by midnight ATruntpef. 

Enter Lodouico, Defdcmona, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good 

What Trumpet is that fame ? ... 

lag. Some thing from Venice Cure J tis Lodmtco 
Come from the Duke,andfee,your wife is with him. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. W it!h all my heart fir. 

L od. The Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 

Oth. I kiffc the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodoutse .■ 

Jag. I am very glad to fceyouSeigniot s ~ ^ 

Welcome to Cyprus,. 



the Adoore of V enice. 

Lod. I thanke you,how does Leiutenant Cafstot 

^rrfts 1 ray lor3: 

An vnkind breach, but you Ihali make all well. 

Oth. Are you furc of that? 

Def. My Lord. ... __ 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will. 

Lod. He didnot call, hec’s bufic in the paper s 
Is there Diuifion twixt my Lord and Cafsto ? 

Def. A moft vnhappy one,I would doe muen 
Toattonethem,for the loue L beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def What,is he angry ? 

Lod. Maybethelectermou’dhim j 
For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Def Truft roe, I am glad on.t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Iam glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fwect OtheRo f 
Oth . Deuill. 

Def. I hauc not deferu’d this. 

Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleeu’d in V enice. 
Tho I (hould fweare I faw’t : tis very much. 

Make her amends,(he weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill, DeUill,, 

Ifthat the earth could teeme with womens teares s 
Each drop (he fall$,would proue a Crocadile : 

Out of nsy fight. 

Def. I will not ftay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeech your Lordfliip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftreffe. 

Def. My Lord. 

Qth, What would you with her fir ?•] ' 

1 ~ 1 . 3 . 
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Lod, Who I my Lord? 

Orb . I, you ^id wifli that I would make herturne i 
Sir ihe can turne,and turne.andyet go© on. 

And curne again©, and ihe can. wet pe hr, weepe } 

And foe’s obedient.as you fay , obedient. 

Very obedient 5 proceed you in your teares. 
Concerning this fir ; O well painted pafsion s 
I am commanded home : — get you away, 
lie fend for you anon : — Sir, l obey the mandat. 

And will returne to Venice : — hcrce.auant, 

Cafsio fball haue my place ; and fir to night 
I doe intreat that we may fup together, 

You are welcome fir to Cyprru , — goates and monkies, 
Led. Is this the noble Moorc,whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fuflficicnt / This the noble nature. 

Whom paflfion could not fhake ? Whofe folid vertue 
The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce ? 
fag. He is much changed. 

Led. Are his witslafe ? is he not light of braihe ? 
lag. He's that he is, 1 may not breath my ceofure, 

W feat he might be, if what he might,he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What.firike his wife, 
lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would 1 knew 
That fir oak c w* jpld proue the worft. 

Led. Is it his vie? f’;;.' ’ ' 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new crest© this fault ? 

lug Alas, alas; 4 1 * 

It is nut honefty m me fo | ; ° 

What f h me feene and knownc^ you ftiilldbferue 
And his own© courfes wdi denote him fo, , ■ 

That i may fans my fpeech ; doe but goe after him, 

And mark© how he continues. . 

L ed. I gin lorry that I am deceas'd in fcim. Exeunt. 

Enter Othello and EmiSlia. f 

Oth , V ou fuue feene nothing then* . 
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The tragedy oj O tli ello 6 p 

Em. Nor eiter heard, nor euer did fufpeft. 

Oth. Ycs,and you haue feene Cafsio and (he together. 

Em. But then I faw no harme, and then I heard 
Each fillable that breath made vpbetweene’em. 

Oth What, efid thy neuer whifper ? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. N or fend you out o’che way ? 

Em. Ncuer. 

Oth To fetch her farther mask, her gloucs,nor nothing 
_Ew.Neuer,my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em I durft my Lord, to wager Ihe is honeft. 

Lay downe my foule at ftalce ; if you thinke other, 

Remoue your thought, it doth abafe your bofome 
If any wretch ha put this in your head. 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents' curfe. 

For if ihe be not honeft, chafte.and true. 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of their wiues. 

Is foule as flander. £ X it Etaillia 

Oht Bid her come hither,goc. 

She fay es enough, yet Ihe’s a fimple bawde, 

That cannot fay as much; this is a fubtle whore 
Aclofec, !ockcautikey,of villainous fecrets * 

And yet {liee’l knecleand pray, I ha feene her do’c 

t\ t 4 Enter Defdemona and Emillia, 

L>ej. My Lord, what is your will ? 

.Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def What is your pleafure ? 

nfr w,u me L fce y ? ur e y es ~looke in my face, 

Lef. What horrible fancy ,s this ? 

0*6 Some of your fun&ion Miftrifle 

^ pivcreants SionCjSub (hut the derc 
^offe, or cry hem, if any body come, * 

Your mt fiery, your miftery ; nay difpacch. 
t fa P °f : 7 k^ees.Whac does your fpeech imnn.rS ■ 

I vnderftandafu yin your words ^ uur 'P^Cli import? 

£ut nor the words. * 

°th. Why, what art thou ? 
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yo The Tragedy o/'Othello 

Def, Your wife my Lord,your true and loyal! wife» 

Oth. Come/wcare it, dam thy felfe. 

Left being likeoneof heauen,thedeuillsthemfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee, therefore be double dambd j 
Sweare thou art hone ft* 

Def. Heaaen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfc as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord, with whom ? how am I falfc ? 

Oth. O Defdemona, away,away,away. 

Def. Alas the heauy day ,why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe tcares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufped, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him, 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli&ion.had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores, and (hames on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity ,me and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fome part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
Afi*edfigure,for the time offcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing finger at — oh,oh. 

Yet could I bearethat too, well, very well. 

But there, where I haue garner’d yp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The fountaine from the which my currant runnesj 
Or elfe dryes vp,to be difcarded thence. 

Or keepe it asacefterne,forfou!eToades 
T o knot and gender in : turne thy com plexion there. 
Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 

1 here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. 1 hope my noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 

Oth. O I,as fummers flies are in the (hambles, 

That quicken euen with blowing : 

O thou black wecd,why art fo louely faire ? 

Thou fmclPft fofweet,thatthe fence akes at thee. 
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Would thou hadft ne’re bin borne. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant finne haue I committed ? 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moft goodly booke. 

Made to write whore vpon ?■ — What committed ? 

Committed : Oh thou publike Commoner ; 

1 ihould make very forges of my cheekes. 

That would to cinders burjie vp modeftie. 

Did I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? . 

Heauen flops the nofe at ir,and the Moone winkes; 

The bawdy wind that Rifles all it meets. 

Is huflit within the hollow, mine of earth. 

And will not hear’c : — whit committed, — impudent ftrumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Arenotyouaftrumpet? 

Def. No, as lama Chriflian : 

If to preferue this v'eflell for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a ftrutr pet,I am none. 

Oth , What,not a whore ? 
j Def, No, as I (hall be faued. 

^ Oth. Ift poflible ? 

| Def. O heauen forgiue vs. 

*&Otk. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice, v nt£v 

That married with Othello : You miftrifle, -Quilia. 

That haue the office oppofire to S . Peter, * 

Andkeepes the gates in hell j you,you,I,you ; 

We ha done our courfe ; there’s money for your paines 
I pray you turne the key, and l« pe out counfeU. 
u J > ' dirs,w!,ar does this Gentleman conceiue - 

£* It who? m,W * WC ’ t * ,CmalCcrw i.^ m y lord? 

D?r ?tf, that 1S y° urs ifweet Lady. 

f hi none, doe not talke to me Emm*, 
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I cannot weepe, nor anfwere haue I ftonc. 

But what (houm goc by water prethee to night 
Lay on my bed my wedd.ng {heet*,rcnactnber, 

A od call thy husband hither. 

Em. Here is a change indeed; Exit. 

Def. Tis meet Ifhould be vfdc fo, very meet. 

How haue I bin behau d, that he m.ghc fticke 
The fmali’ft opinion on mv lead mifufe. Enter lag© 
lag. what is your pleafure Madam? *nd Emilia. 

How i’ft with you? 

‘Def. I can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babe» 3 
Dos it vyith gewle meanes,and c afte taslces ; 

He might ha chid me fo,fot in good faith, 

I am a childe to chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? 

£m. Alas l ago, my Lord hathfobewhor d her* 

Throwne fuch dcfp!te,and heauy termes vpon her,- 
A s rruc hearts can not beare. 
t J)t f Am I that name J go? 
lag What name faire Lady ? 

Def. Such as flv. (a> cs my Lord did fav I was, 

Em. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his di inke, 

CouU not haue layed fuch tearmes vpon his Callct. 

Jag Why did h fo? ‘ , 

Def. I do not know, I ana fare I am none fuch, 
lag. Doe not Wee pe,doe not wetpe : alas the day, v. 

Em. Has iheforfooke fo many noble marches, 

Her Father, and her Countrey, and her Friends, 

To b c -ld whore? would it not mike one weeps? 

‘Def. It is my wretched forta'-e, • 1 ' 

lag. Bed) ew him for it; how comes thistricke vpon hlfflr 
Def May,heauen doth know. 

Em. 1 willBe hngd.ifiomectunail villains. 

So nt bufit and infiouatinp rogue, 

Some g ,c uf ning fl, ue/o get fome office* 

Haue not iicu’rde this Hander, lie be iwng’ddfe. 
lag Fit there is no fuch man it is n .p. >fsible, 

, Def If any th<* re ate iuffl* 
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Em. A halter parden hitn>and hell gnaw his bones ; 
Why ffiould he call her whore? who keepr sher company? 
Whar place what time, what (or me, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by (ome moft villanous knatie s 
Some bale notorious knaue,foroe (curuy fellow ; 

0 hcauen.thar fuch compsuions thoudft vnfold. 

And put in eoery honeft band a whip, 

To laffitbe rafcall, naked through the world, 

Euen from the caft to’th weft. 
lag. Speake within dores. 

8 m. O fie vpon him 5 fome fuch fquire he was, 

That curnd your wit,thcfeamy fide without. 

And made -you to fufperft me with the Moore. 
lag. You are a foole,goe to, 

Def. O good l»go. 

What (hall l doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how 1 loft him. 

Here I ktwele % 

If ere my will did rrefpaffe ’gainft his loue. 

Either in difcourfe,or t bought, or aduall deed. 

Or that mine eyes,mineeares,or any fence. 

Delighted them, in any other forme 5 
Or that I doe Wot yet,and euer did, 

At.d euer will (though he doe (hake me off 
To beggerly riuorcement,) loue him detrely : 

Con fort forfwc are me; vnkindneffe may doe much. 

And his vnkinduefle may defeat my life, 

But neuer taint my loue,! can not lay whore, 

Jt doth abborre me,now ! fpeake the word, 

To doe the aa.that might ^addition earne, 

N(»t the worlds malfe of vanity could make me. 

* a & r pray you bc contf nc > tis but his humour. 

The bufineffe of the State does him offence. 

And he dots chide » it h you, 

Def. if 

t'werc no other# 
rK- Tis but fo,I warrant you ; 

Harke how thefe Inftrumems fummon you tofupper* 
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The rotate, great M-ffengir» of: Ftnice ftay ; 

Goe in,and waepe not, ail thing* flnll be well. Exit yc m 

How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not find? tbit thou dealft iuftly with ms. 
lag. Wbat in the contrary ? 

Rod . Euer/ day thou doffeft me, with fomedeuife l ago ; and rather, 
as it feemes co tm no v.kee’pft from tneall eonuenieney, then fup. 
plieftme with the lead aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer 
indure it, nor an l yetperfwaded to put vp in peace, what already I 
haue fooliihly fuffered. 

Jag. Will you heare me R od erigo ? 

Rod. Sir, I haue heard too much. 

For your words and perform ance, 

Are no kin together. 

Jag . You charge me moft vniuftly . 

Rod. With nought but trueth: I liauc wafted my feife out of 
raeanes ; the lewels you haue hid from me, to deliuer to Defdemtu, 
would halfehiue corrupted a Votarift : you haue told me (he has re? 
ceiu’dem.and return'd me expe&ation.and comforts,offuddaine re- 
fpedt and acquaintance, but l find none. 
lag. Well,goe to.vcry Well. 

Rod. Very well, goe to, I can not go to (man,) nor fis not very 
well 5 .1 fay t’is very fcuruy,and begin to find my feife fopt in it. 
Jag. Very well. 

Rod. I fay it is not very well : I will make my feife known to 
demona ; iflhc will returne.me my lewels, I will giueouer my fuite, 
and repent my vnlawfull follicication, if not, allure your feife, He 
feeke fatisfaQion of you. 
fag. You haue faide now. 

Rod. I, and faide nothing, but what I proteft entendment o: 

doing. • ,• 

Jag Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee, and euen from tail 
inftant, doc build on thee a better opinion then euer before; 
giue me thy hande Roderigo i Thou haft taken againft mce.a molt 
iuft conception, but yet I proteft, I haue dealt moft direftly in 
tby affaire. 

Rod. It bath not appeared. . . 

lag. grant indeed it hath not appear’d, and your Cufpition is »o 
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without witte and Judgement : But Roderigo, if thou haft that within 
thee indeed, whifh I haue greater reafon to belceue now.then euer, I 
meane, pur pofe, courage, and valour ; this night (hew it ; if thou the 
next night following enioyeft not Defdemona , take me from this 
world with treachery, and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compaffe ? 

lag. Sir,there is efpeciall commiflion come from Fevice, 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is chat true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 
Recurne againe to Fenice. 

lag. O no,he goes into Mauritania ^ and takes away with him 
The faire Defdemona^t^cSe his abode be lingcr k d 
Here by fome accident, wherein none can be fo determinate. 

As the remouing of Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him? V 

lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's place, 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would hatte me to doe. 

lag. I,and if you dare aoe your feife a profit and right ; he fups to 
night with a harlotry, and thither will I g02 to hi n % —he kno ws not 
yet of hts honourable fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
which I will fa (h ion to fall out between twelue and one, you may take 

a 5 P^ earur<: : * w *^ be n6ere to fecond your atterapt,and he 
(hill fall betweenc vs, come, ftand no: amaz’d at it, buc goe along 
with me, I will (hew youfuch a neccfsity in his death, that you fhaU 
th«nke y o Ur f dfe bound t0 p k on hinu r 

and the night growesro waft: about it. ' m * 

Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

lag. And you fhall be fatisfied* Extant* 

Enter Othello, Defdemona, Lod©uico,Emillia, 
and Attendants. 

Oth. Will you vyalke fir ; — O Defdemona . 
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Def. My Lord 

Oth. Get you to bed e’che inftant, I will be return'd* forthwith 
idifparch your Attendant there, — lookc it be done* Exeunt, 

Def. I will my Lord. 

Sm. How goes it now ? he looses gender then he did, 

Def. He faies he will returns incontinent s 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bade me todifmiflc you. 

Em. D if niff, me? 

Def It was his b idding, therefore good EmitlU, 

Giue me my nightly wearing.and adieu, 

V Ve rr uft not now difpleafe him. 

Sm. Would you had neuer feene him. 

Def So would not I, ray loue doth fo approue him, 

That euen his ftubborncne{Te,his checks and trownes, 

(Prethce vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

Sm. I haue laicd thoft (huts you bad me on the bed. 

Dt. All’s one,go< dfalher; how foo ilharcour minds; 

If I doe die before thee 3 prethee {hrowd me 
In one of choft fame ftiec ts. 

Em Come, co ne.you ralke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary, 

She was in loue>and he fh lou'd prou d mad, 

A' ddidforlakc her,flv had a long of willow. 

An old thing t’was.but it exp t ft her fortune, 

And (lie died fingmg K,tha>. fong to night 
Will not goe front my mind: 

I haue much r o doe; _ 

But to eoe hang my head all at one fide, and fing it like poore Bar- 
bary ; p ethe<' dilpatch. 

Em Shall l g >- fetch vour night-gowne? 

<D f pj .v p n me h.e. e . 

This Ledomco is s proper man. 

Sm , Avery ft ndi . m mao. 

^Em. rknowa Lad : n Venice* would haue walk’d barefooted to 

PetltfiinsAQt a tuuchof hu <iutt.tr . p* 

Dei- 
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Defdemona pngs. 

The poore foule fatepghmg by apeantour tret , 
png ad a green Widow , 

Her hand on her befonte. her head on her knee, 
fin/ w How wtd»W, Widow ; 

Thefi e(h P names mn by her, and murmur’d her meant ! 9 , 
finyWlloW WidoW, widow, 

Her fait texres f< II from her, which foftntd the Jr ones t 
fing wdlow & c . (Lay by thefe.) 

WiUoW.Wtllow. 

(Prethee hie thee, h.’Ie come anon.) 

Sing all ag-een willow mall be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him, his fcorne I approue : 

(Nay, that’s not next : harke,who’o that knock??) 

Em T’isthewindc. 

Def I call'd my loue falfe , but what fiydht t hen P 
png Wil'oW Willow willow , 

If I court mo women , joule couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gon.goo d mgir mine eyes doe itch. 

Does that boade weeping ? 

Sm. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo s O chefe men, thefe raen t 
Boft ;hou in c< nfcience thmke (tell me Emillia,) 

Thar there be women doe abufc theic husbands 
In fuch grofle kin les f 

Sm. There b : fome fuch. no queftion. 

Def Wouldft thou dot (ucii a ching,for all the world? 

Sm. Why would not you? 

D f. No by this iicauv.n light. 

Sm. Nor ( neither, by this neauenly lL,ht, 

I mi.jhr as well doc it i.i the d irl^e. 

Def Would! thou d >c f.c • a ’eed, f >r aU the world ? 

£a».. 1 he world is a huge thing.it isa g eat price, 
ror a fmall vice. 

Def In cro h ?■ thi ikethou wouJdft nor. 

^m.Tn troc.i > Eru,.ke.I ftuuld, and vudo’t when I had done ?t, 

nuiy 
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mar 7 1 would not doe fuch a thing for aioynt-ring, or for meafures 
of Lawne.nor for Gowncs, Petticotes,or Caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bicion ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? I ihould venture purgato- 
ry for it. 

Def, Bdhrew me, if I would doe fuch wrong 
For die whole world. 

Em. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tisawrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def. I doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em . Yes, a dozen ,and as many to the vantage,as would ftorc the 
World they played for. 

But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults. 

If wines doe fall : (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breake out in pccuilh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraint vpon vs.; or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we hane galles, and though we haue fonae grace, 

Y ct haue we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee,and fmell, 

And haue their pallats both for fweet and fowre. 

As husbands haue : what is it thatthey doe. 

When they chrnge vs for others ? is it fport ? 

.1 thinke ic is ; and doth affeftion breed it ? 

I thinke it doth ; is’t frailty that thus erres? 

It is fo too ; and haue not vve afftft ions ? 

Defires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue ? 

Then let em vfe vs weli,e!fe let em know, 

The ills we doe, their ills inftrud vs fo. 

Def. Good night, good night,beauen me fuch vfes fend. 

Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend. Exeunt. 

A Elm if. Scam 



I. 
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Enter Iago<*«dRoderigo. 

H Ete fiand behind this bulke,ftrait willhecome, 
vVcare thy good Rapier bare,and put it home. 
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Qu icke,qu icke,feare nothing, lie be at thy elbow ; 

It makes vs,or it marres vs,thinke of that, 

And fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be neere at hand, 1 may mifearry in’C. 
fug Here at thy hand,be bold, and take thy ftand* 
Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 

Tis but a man gon ,• forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young Quat almoft to the fenfe, 
And he growes angry ,now, whether he kill Cafsio, 

Or Cafsio him, or each doe kill the other, 

Eucry way makes my game j liue Roderigo, 

He calls me to a refticution large. 

For Gold and lewells that I bobd from him 
As gifts to Defdemona : 

It muft not be, if Cafsio doe remaine. 

He has a daily beauty in his life, * 

That makes me vgly s and befides,thc Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there hand I in much oerrill - 
No,hemuft die,be’tfo,l heare himeomming P * 
Enter C afsio. 

Rod Iknov bis gate tis he; rillaine thou dieft. 

Caf. Thav thruft had bin my enemy indeed 
But that my coate is better then thou know’ft • 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. 0,1 am fiaine. 

Caf. I am maimd for euer,Iight ho,murder, 
n u *ri ' . Enter Othello. 

*U o vite°h« Um. %,keepC! Us W0t4 

Oth. Harke,tis euen fo. 

Caf Ohelpeho,light,aSurgeon. 

Th, A n r L ’? braue 7 ^*honeft and iuft 

& V 1 kft f “ e 
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Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

Gaf. What ho,no watch, nopaffage,murder, murder. 
Gra. Tisfo-ne mifqhance,the cry is very dircfull. 
Caf. O help?* Lod. Harkc. 

Rod. O wretched villaine, 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a heauy night; 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’c vnfate 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come, then fhall I bleed to death. 



Enter lagomth alight, 

Lod. Harke. 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his fliirt.with lights and weapons, 
Jag. Who’s there ? whofe node is this that cries on murder ?• 
Lod. I doe not know. 

Jag- Did not you neare a crj ? 

Caf. Here, here, for hcauci, shake helpe me. 
fag. Whats the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello s Antient.as I take it. 

Lod. The lame indeed,a very valiant fdtow. 

Jag. What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ? 

Caf. I«go,0 I am fpoil’d.. vndone by villa ines, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

Jag. O me. Ls iutpnanr,w hat yillaincs haue don this?-- 
Caf. I thinke tlie : or.e of them is here about, 

And cannot make away.. 

Jag, O treacherous villaihes : 

What are you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O, helpe me litre. 

Caf That’s one of em. 

Lg. O mu derous fcme.O villaine. T hr it ft s hmn. 

Rod. O darnbd 7^0,0 inhumaine dog,— o } o.0. 

Jag. Kill men i’the darke ? where be tiiofe bloody thecues f 
How lilenc is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder : 

What may you be? are you of good or euill ? 

Lod. As you lhall prooue. vs,praife vs. 

Jag. Seignior Lodouico. 

Lod . He fir. . 

Jag. I cry you mercy ; here’s Cafsio hurt by vinaines. 



■■■■■■■■I 



the (JTvfoore of V cnice* 



80 



Graf Cafsio. . 

Jag. How is it brother ? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. 
fag. Mary heauen forbids 
Light <Scntlemen,lle bind it with my flint. 

Enter Bianca. 

j •Bia. W hat is the matter ho, who i’ft that cried ? 
lag. Who i’ft that cried? 

Tia. O my deare Cafsio ,0 my fweet C afste, Cajuo, Cajsie. 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio, may you fufped 
Who they fhould be that thus haue mangled y ou ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus, I haue bin to feeke you. 

Jag. lend me a garter, fo ; —oh for a chaire to beare him caul j 
hence. 

'Bia. Alas he faints j O fifsio,C*fsio, cafsio. 

Jag. Gentlemen all,I doe fufpeft this Trafh 
To beare a part in this iniurie ; patience a while good Cafsio $ 
Come, come, lend me a light : 

Know wee this face,or no ? 

Alas my friend.and my deare countrey man : 

Roderigo ? no, yesfurc j yes,tis Rtderigo. 

Gra. What,offV«*ce? 

lag. Euenhe fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

la. Seignior Gratiano ft. cry you gentle pardons 
Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my manners: 

That fo neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

Jag. How doe you Cafsio ? Q, a chaire, a chairc. 

Gra. Roderigo ? 

lag. He,tis he :0 that’s well faid, a chaire; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence. 

He fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftriffe, 

Saue you your labour,he that lies flaine bctcftCafsio,) 

Was my deare friend j what malice Was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world, nor doe 1 know the man. 

Jag. What,looke you pale ? O beare him out Q^eaire* 

La ' ' 










If; i 






7 'he Tragedy of Othello 

Stay you good Gentlewoman, (ooke you pale miftrifle ? 
Doeyou perceiue the ieaftures ofher eye ? 

Nay,anyou ftirre.we fliall hsue more anon s 
Behold her well I pray you,looke vpon her. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? nay guiltinefle 

Will fpeake,though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Eroi. 

Em. 'Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband? 

Jag. Cafsio has here biu fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, and fellowes that ate fcap’t, 

Hee’s almoftflaine,and Rodengo dead. 

Em . Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio * 
lag. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee EmUlia } 

Goe know of Cafsio where he (upt to night : 

What, doe y ou fhake at that ? 

Bid. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore fhake noc 0 
Jag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie vpon thee ftrumper. 

Bia. Iam no {trumpet, but of life ashoneft. 

As youjthatthus abufe me* 

Em. As I $ now fie vpon thee. 

Jag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore CafiodicR } 
Come miftre{Te,you muft tell s another tale. 

Emillia,xunne you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

W ill you goe on ? I pray s This is the night. 

That either makes me,or foredoes me quite. 

• • • Exeunt. 

Enter Othello with a light % and Defdemona/fl her bed. 
Otb. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foule. 

Let me not name it to y 6a, you chafte ftarreS : 

It is the caufe,y et 1 ie not {bed her blood, 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers then fnow, 

And fmooth a« monumental! sUablafter j 
Yet {he muft dye,elfc{hee’d berray more men. 

Put out the light.and then put out the light ; S 

If I quench thee^thoUflaming triinifter, 

I can againe thy former light re (lore, 

Should I repent me ; but once put out thine. 
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Thou cunning!! patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relumine : when I haue pluckt the tofe, 
I cannot giue itvitall growth againe. 

It muft needs wither ; lie fmell it on rhe tree j 
A balmy breath, that doth almofc perfwade 
Iu {lice her felfe to breakeher fword : one more ; 

Be thus when thou art dead,and I will kill tfeee. 

And loue thee after : one more,and this the laft : 

So fweet was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe, 

But they are cruell tearcs .* this forrow's heaucnly, 

It ftrikes where it does loue : fhe wakes. 

CDef. Who’s there? Othello f 
Otb, I, Defdcmona. 

Def Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to t\ight,Defdcmotta? 

Def I my Lord. 

Oth. Ifyou bethinke your felfe of any crime, 

V ^reconcil'd as y et to heauen and grace, 

Solicitefor it ftraite. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what doc you meane by that ? 

Oth. Well,doe it,and be bricfc,I will walke by 
I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, ,/* 

No, heauen fore- fend, I would not kill tby foule. 

Def Talke you of killing? 

Oth. 1, 1 doe. 

Def Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,withall my heart. 

Ifyou fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def. And y et I feare you, for y ’are fatall then 
y hen y®"*; e y« roule fo; Why I fhould feare, I know not 

oTfwT 1 kn ™ not > but y« i fcdciSc 8 

Dth. Thmke on thy finnes. 

Def They are loues I beare to you. 

r! h f d f ° r that thou d,eft ‘ 

A \tltJv deache ’ s vtMiaturail^hat kills for louinc • 
AlasAvhy kuaw you fo your neather lip* U1P8, 
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Some bloody paflion (hakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be dill. 

Def. I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkerehiefe which I fo lou’d,and, gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

Def. No, by my life, and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him, 

Oth . Sweet foule take heed, take heed of penury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prefently t 
Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue.norchoake the ftrong conception 

That I doe groanc withall : thou art to die. 

Def Then Lord haue nacrcy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too : • ’ . 

I neuer did offend you in my life, — ncuer lou d Cafito , 

But with fuch gcoerall warranty ofheauen. 

As I might louet I neuer gaue him token. ■ , 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerchief: m his hand : 

0 periur’d woman, thou doft ftone my heart, 

And makft me call,what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a faerffiee j 

1 faw the handkerehiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him, fend for him hither, 

Let him confeffe a truth. • ‘ . 

Oth. Hebaaconfdd. , . h ' 

Def. What, my Lord ? 

Oth. That he hath — vfaethee. 

Def. HoWjVnlawfuliy ? . c 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will hot fay fo.' 

Oth. No, his mouth is dop’d. 
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Honed H ° hath ta . nc 0rdc ! c f ?Cn —what is he dead ? 

Def. Uy feare interprets then,— wnacis new 

Oth. had all his baires bin hues, 

Mv great reuenge had ftomacke for em all. 
iy p r Alas he is betraid 3 and I vndone,, # 

. Oth O drumpet, — weeped thou for him to my face • 

Def O blnniftimemy Lord, but kill me not. 

Oth ■ Downe drumpet. . 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me hue tonight. 

Oth. Nay, an you ftriue. 

Def But halfe anhoure. • 

Oth. Being don, there is no pau!e« 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. hefitfies her, 

Oth. Tis to late. Ermllia cries When. 

£n>. My Lord, my Lord,what hoe, my Lord,my Lord. 

Oth. W hat voyce is this? not dead? not yet quite acad? 

I that am crueiham yet mercifull, . 

I would not haue thee linger in thy pamej 10,10. 

Em. What ho.my Lord, my Lord. «’ 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord,I‘de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth Ycs ; tis £>»»//«, by and by :(hee’s dead: . f 

Tis like (he comesto fpeakcof death j 

The noyfe was heere j ha>nor more ntouing, 

St ill as the gt aue : (hall die ebm.e in ? wet *c good ? 

I thinke (he Ilirres againe 5 no,what’s the bed ? , 

If (he come in,(he’:e fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wife,what wife ? I ha no wife : 

O infupportable ; O heauy houre. 

Me thinks it fliould be now. a huge EccHps 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawoeat alteration. 

Em. I do befecch you Tmay fpeake withyou, — O good my Lord. 
Oth. I had forgotten thee s come in Emillia : 

Sofc,by and by s let me the curtaines draw. Enter Emillia. 
Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee no w ? 



Em. O my good Lotd,yondcr’« foule mardets done. 
Oth. What ? now ? 



£m. 
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But now my Lord. 

.Oth* It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neerc the earth then (he was wont, ’ 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a young Venetia is, 
Cald Roderigo. 

O th , Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder’s out of tune. 
And fweet reuenge growes harfti. 

Def. O falfly,faKly murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that ? 

Oth. That, what? 

Em. Out and alas, it was my Ladies voyce, 
Helpe,hclpe,hohelpe,0 Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet Defdemona.O fweet miftreffe fpeake . 

Def. A guiltlcffe death I die . 

Em. O who has done this deed? 

Def Nobody, I my felfe, farewell: 

Commend me to my kinde Lord,© farewell. Jht dies . 

Otb . Why how fhouldftie be murdered ? 

Em. Alas, who knovres ? 

Otb . Y ou heard heir fay i her felfe,tc wa$ not I. 

Em . She fayd fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Otb. She’s like a Iyer gone to burning hell, 

T’vvas I that kild her; ’ ' s - ■ ' • 

Eon. ©,the more Angell Ihe, 

And you the blacker deuill. 

Otb . She turn’d to folly, and Ihe was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a deuill. 

Otb. She was falfe as water. 

Sm. Thou arc ralh as fire. 

To fay that fhe was falfe : O fhe was heaucnly true. 

Otb . Cafsio did top her, aske thy husband elfe, 

O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity ^thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : 
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Otb. Thy husband. ... * 

Em. That {he was falfe to wedtocke? 

Otb. I, with Cafsio : nay, had Ihe bin true. 

If heauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfeft Cfifolite, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Otb. I, twas he that told me firft j 
An honeft man he is., and hates the flime 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

O th. What needs this iteration? woman,! fay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miftres,villany hath made raockes with louc : 

My husband fay that Ihe was falfe ? 

Oth. He woman,I fay thy husband ; doft rnderftand the word? 
My friend, thy husband,honeft,honeft Iago. 

Em. If he fay fo,may his pernicious foule 
Rot halfe a graine a day ; he lies to’ch heart. 

She was too fond of her raoft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Sm. Doc thy worft j 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Otb. Peace, you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme 
As I haue to be hurt : O gull,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as durt j thou haft done a deed — 

I care not for thy fword.Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty Hues s helpe,helpe,0 helpe j 
The Moore has kild my Miftreffe, raurder,murdcr. 

Enter Montano, Gragancio,Iago,W others. 

Mon. What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

£*** 0,are you come Iago ? you haue done well, 
fhaemen muft lay their murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Sm. Difproouetbis villaine, ifthou bee’fta man : 
f ^fayes thou coldft him that hiswife was falfe 5 

M 7 



8 7 The Tragedy of Othello 

J know thou dift not.thou arc not fucha villaine : 

^ peike,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought,and rold no more. 

Them what hef >undhimfe!fe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you tuer tell him (he was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em. You told a li.,an odious damned lie ; 

V pon my foule a lie, a wicked lie : 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. With Cafsio miftrefle ; go to.charme your tongue. 

8 m. I will not charme my tongue,! am bound to fpeake ;: 
My Miftrefle here lies murdered in her bed 1 . 

AL Oh heauens forefend. 

E m . And your reports haue fet the murderer on. 

Oth. Nay, flare not mafters,it is true indeed. 

(fra. Tisa tlrange truth. 

Mm. O monft tons aft ! 

Em. Viliany.villany.villany; 

I thinkc vpon’t, I thinke, I fmell a villany ; 

I thought fothen ; lie kill my felfcforgricfe, 

0 villany.villany. 

lag . What are you mad ? I charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake ; 

Tis proper I obey him,buc nor now : 

Perhaps Iago x l wd! ne’re goe home. 

Oth. Oh, oh, oh. Oth. falls on t he bed. 

8m. Nay, lay thee downe,androare. 

For thou haft kild the fweett ft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

Oth. O (he was foule : 

1 fcarcedid know you V ncle.therc lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed.thde hands haue newly ftoptj: 

I know this a ft (hewes terrible and grim. 

Gr. Vootc'I>efdcmona,\ am g adchv father’s dead, 

T by match was moi tall to him,and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread itvtwaine s did he liue now, 

Tiiis fight wouldmake hira,dpeadc(perateturne >l 

Yca.curfe his better ApgcUfcom his fide. 
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the tTKToore of V emce. 

And fall to reprobation. 

Ot h. Tis pictifull,but yet lag* knowes, 

That (he with Cafsio^ had the aft of fhamc 
A tboufand times committed; Cafsio confcft it : 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With that recognifance and pledge of loue. 

Which I fir ft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand ; 

It was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Em. O beam n.O heauenly powers. 
lag. Come, hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out.twillout:! hold my peace fir, no, 
lie be in (peaking.liberall as the north ; 

Let heauen,and men,and deuils,lec em all, 

All.all cry (hame againft me,yet He fpeake. 
fag. Be wife,and get you home, 

Em. I will nor, 

&ra. Fie, your (word ypon a woman ? 

8m. O thou dull Moore, that handkerchiefe thou fpeakft on. 
I found by fortune,and did giue my husband j 
For often with a folemne earneftntfle, 

CMore then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle,) 

He beg’d of me to fteale if. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

im. She gaue it Cafih} no,aU$I found if. 

And t did giu’t my husband. 
lag. Filth, thou lieft. 

n f**\ !>, y hc !. ucn 1 f,Qf 5 I doe not Gentlemen, 

O murderous Coxcombs / what fliould fuch a foole 
Doe with fo good a woman? 

Oth LrTJh Mm k T *"* tyokU* fa 
Oth. Are there no (tones in teautn, 

hV ? Femirious villaine* 

Em f:T m&n ? ,l8 » fure he 1,38 Mid his wife, 

Em. I,, i) lay ti'cby my itfftrcft fide. Exii 

Y *• H<-fc s gone, but bis wife’s kiML 



. , _ . * 8° ne his wife’s kild. 

VmXi vill3 *»e, take your weapon 

Which i haue here recouercd from the Mooie: P * 

Ms 



£*it lago. 



Come, 
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The Tragedy of Othello 



Come, guard the doore without, let him not pafle. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame villaine. 

For ris a damned flaue. Exit Mont. and Gratiano. 

Otb. I am not valiant neither, 

But euery puny whipftet gets my fword: 

But why Ihould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Let it goe all. 

£m. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou heare me ? 1 will play the Swan, 

And die in muficke ; wiUovo, Willow, willow. 

Moore, (he waschaft,lhe lou’dthee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule tobliflc.as l fpeake true ; 
SofpeakingasIthinke,ldie,Tdie. fa dies. 

Otb. 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spatne , the I febrookes temper : 

0 here it is ; Vncle,I rauft come forth. Gra. Within. 
Gra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce mu ft fuffer. 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then,and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am,I will afl'ault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold, I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfe fultaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh : l haue feene the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop ; but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controule his fate ? tis not fo now. ^ 

Be not a ffraid, though you doe fee me weapon d ; 

Here is my iournies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sea-mar ke of my vtmoft fail*. 

Doe you goe backedifmaid ? tisa loft feare, 

Man but a rufh againft Othello's breaft, 

And he retires. Where ihould Othello goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftai’J wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke j when we (hall meet at compf. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from hcaucn 3 
And fieuds will fnatch at it : cold 9 cold,my girlc, 






the Moore of Venice. 

Eucn like thy chaftity : O curfcd Oaoe : 

o Defiemonapefatnomi dead,0,o,o. 

Enter Lodou ico,Montano,W officer t t 
Caflio in a chaire 

Loft. Where is this rafh and moll infortunate man ? 

Oth. That’s he that was Othello. here I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper ? bring the villaine forth, 

Oth. 1 looke downc towards his feet, but that’s a fable. 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wrench his fword from him. 
lag. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

Oth. I am not lorry neither, I’de haue thee Hue, 

For in my fenfc tis happinefle to dye. 

Lod. O thou Otbello.thit wert once fo good, 

Falne in the pradlife of a damned flaue. 

What fhould be faid to thee ? 

Oth. Why, any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate,but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy s 
Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death ? 

Oth. I. 

Ca. Deare Generali, I didneaergiue youcaufe. 

Oth. I doe beleeue it, and I aske you pardon ; 

W ill you I pray,demaund that demy deuill. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my fouic and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing,what you know you know j 
From this time forth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. What,nottopray ? 

Gra . Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Welfthoudocftbeft. 

Lod. Sir, you (hall vnderltand what hathbefalne, 
Which,as I think you know not s here is a letter, 

Mj 




Foond 








iHiibMij 



II! 



Il' 






9 1 The Tragedy of O thelio 

Found in the pocket of the flame Rodengo ; 

And here another j the one of them impoi ts 
The death of Cap to, to be vndertooke by Roderho, 

Oth. O villaine. 

Oaf. Moft heathenifli, and moft grofle. 

Led. Nowhere* another difeontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too, and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to hme fent this damned villaine. 

But that belike, Iago in the interim 
Canae in,and fatislied him. 

Oth. O the pernitious catiefte * 

How came you Cafsio by a handkerchiefs 
That was my wifes ? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber ; 

And. he himfelfc confeft it but euen now, 

Thar there he dropt it,for afpeciall purpofe. 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foo!c ; foole,fooU’. 

Caf. There is befides in Redtrigstt letter. 

How he obraidcs lage .that he made him 
Braue me vponthe watch whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and euen but no w he (pake. 

After long Teeming dead, lago hurt him, 

JagoCet him on. 

Lod . You mufiforfake this roome, and goc withvs, 
Your power and your command is taken off, 

• And Cafsio rules in Cyprus : For this flauc, 

' Ifthcrebeany cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him much, and hold him long, 

It {ball be his : You fiiall xrlofc prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two before you goe ; 

I haue done the State fome fcru:ce,and they know’t i 
Ho more of that : I pray you in year letters. 

When you (hall thefe vnlucky deeds relate, 

Speake of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Hor fee downe ought in malice t then you naaft ipeake. 



the Moore 0 / Venice. 
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Of one that lou'd not wifely, but too well i 
Of one not eafily icalous.but being wrought,, 
perplext in the extreame : of one whole hand. 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearlc away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe iubdued eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drop tcares,as fall as the jirabian trees 
Their medicinall gum : Set you downe this j 
And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turband T urke, 

Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State ; 

I tookcbi’ththroate the circumcifed dog, 

And fmote him thus. _ He fobs him fife. 

Lod. O bloody period, 

Gra. All chat’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kill thee ere I kild thee, no way but this. 

Kill ing my felfe,to dye vpon a kiffe. Hr dies'. 

Caf. This did I fcare,but thought he had no weapon, 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartane dog, 

More fell then anguilb, hunger, or the Sea. 

Lookeon the tragicke lodging of this bed, 

This is thy worke ; the obieft poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : <?rvitt'<*»»,keepc the houfc. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernourj 
Remaines the cenfure of this hellilh villaine. 

The tine,the place,the torture; O enforce it. 

My felfe will (trait aboord,and oo the State, 

Thisheauy aft with heauy heart relate. 

Ex eftm ernes* 
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